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PROLOGUE, 
Spoken by Mr. PALMER, . 


Cy: R Comic Bard, before whoſe roving eye 
Kingdoms and States in magic viſion lie, 

Sweeps o'er the map, and with a partial * 4 
Fixes at length on his beloved Iſle, 

He views her deck'd in all her natural 8 

And wrapt in peace, amidſt the din of arms. 

Here, here,” he cries, (on Al Biox's foſtering breaſt, 
* The Arts are ſhelter'd, and the Muſes reſt, 

Here I will build my ſtage, by moral rule 

And ſcenic meaſure here ere& my ſchool; 

A ſchool for prejudice;—Oh! that my ſtroke 
Cou'd ftrip that creeper from the Britiſh Oak! 

** Twin'd round his generous ſhaft, the tangled weed 

4 Sheds on the undergrowth it's baneful ſeed.” 

This ſaid, he bids us ſtrike the daring blow, 

That lays his fame or this defiler low, 


And now our PxoLoe6vs ſpeaks—In former days 
Prologues were abſtracts of their ſeveral Plays; 
But now, like guilty men, who dread their doom, 
We talk of every thing but what's to come, | 
As for our Fable, little I'll unfold ; 

For out of little much cannot be told. 

"Tis but one ſpecies in the wide extent 

Of prejudice, at which our ſhaft is ſent, 
*Tis but this ſimple leſſon of the heart 
Judge not the Man by his exterior part: 
Virtue's ſtrong root in every ſoil will grow, 
Rich ores lie buried under piles of ſnow, 


If to your candour we appeal this night 
For a poor Client, for a luckleſs Wight, 
Whom Bard ne'er favour'd, whoſe ſad fate has beeq 
Never to ſhare in one applauding ſcene, 
In Souls like your's there ſhould be found a place 
For every Victim of unjuſt diſgrace. 
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Sir STzPREN BekTRAM, Farbe. 


*F 


| Sir Srrynzw BERTRAM. A ELD 
M7 FHY do you pres int ob ebe Fai ne” 
bound to give? If I chuſe to diſmiſs an 
aſſiſtant clerk from my ene how _ | 
it concern you? EIS. 
Fred. That clerk you took: at my rebommchda- 
tion and requeſt; I am therefore intereſted to hope 
„ no reaſons for * chat affect 5 
his character.. 
bir Step. Tam your fatter, Sir, d in chis houſe 
.- ſole maſter; I haye no partners to account to; 
ARE B / nor 


- = 
— — —— —ü—œ4ẽ—ů— 2 — — 


5 FEW: 


« 
F 
from my ſon. 

Fred. Yet, as your ſon, may I not, without 
riſquing your diſpleaſure, offer one humble, word 
upon the part of a deſenceleſs abſent friend? 

Sir Step. A friend! _ 

Fred. Yes, Sir, I hope I need not bluſh to call 
Charles Ratcliffe friend. His virtues, his misfor- 


tunes, his integrity, (you'll podeceive me if I err) 
have much e J 


Sir Step. Say rather his connections: Comgy 1 


ſee where all his friendſhip points to folly, to 


e no more of it ! Break off! new 
friendſhips will not coſt you dear; tis better you 
ſhould ceaſe to call him friend, than put it in his 
deric, I never. will accept af Rateliffe's fiſter as 
my daughter - in- law nor, if I can prevent it, 
Mall you ſo far forget youlelf as to make her your 
Fred. Miſtreſs! Good Heaven |—But I'll reſtrain 
myſelf. —Y ou. never ſaw Miſs.Ratcliffe. | 


- Sir Step. L wiſh, you never had—Bur/ you, have © 
A raorY aapg,00 Wee Te 
$hoice,,. 8 | | . 


1 8 | 
I have no choice to male: ſhe is my wiſkeyand 


il to take beauty, virtue and elegance without 
fortune, when my father would have me take 


fortune without them, 1s a crime that merits diſ- 
inheritance, I muſt. meet my punuſhment as I can. 


The 1 — 0 


3 reproof 


| A COMEDY. 1 
reproof of my friend Ratcliffe; to whom this mar- | 
riage is a ſecret, and whoſe difintereſted reſents 
ment I know not how to face : I muſt diſſemble 
with him till, 2 N 
| ene WE HEY Nerd.” | 


Cranes Rarcurrs enters. - 


cl. Wel met; Frederic! 
Fraud. 1 wih I could ſay * 9 
Cb. Why what's the Raf not 7} 

Fred. 1 have no good new to tell you. 

Cb. I don't expect it, u ate not made i 
| che bearcy- of good news; knavery engroſſes all 
| _ - fortune's ſawar anos ate and by pea £ 

Pega ie. 2 2 8 

Fred. You ate ful a plllaſepher. * 

. aden W chen MIT n ut bin ak 
ſperity: it is that which ſets our failings/in full view, 
adverſity conceals them. But come, ilculs: tell 
me in hat one part o my compoſition the ingendous 
cruelty of Fortune can place another bloß. 
4 - Fred. By my taub, Charles, Lam aſham' d to tell 
Jou, berauſt the blow is now given by a hand 1 
"wiſh to reverence. Tou know the temper of Sir 
-Stephen Bertram : he is my father, therefore 1 will 
not enlarge upon à ſubject, that would be painful 
20 us: both. It is with infinite regret I have {cen 
you (nobly deſcended, and ſtif-more. nobly en- 
dowd) earning a ſcanty maintenance at your deſk 
in his ene e N ou are now 

releas d n e 

Ch. I underſtand you; Sir Stephen has no 3g 
ot commands for me. I will go to him, and de- 
liver up my keys. Os LG. 
08 | ©. Fred 
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Fred. Have patience for a moment—Do you 
gueſs his reaſons for this haſty meaſure 5% 

Cb. What care I for his n whes E know 
they cannot touch my honor? 4 

Fred. Oh! Charles, my heart i is penetrated with 
your ſituation ! What will become of thoſe beloved 
objects? * 

Ch. Why, what becomes ws all the objects 


miſery lays low? they ſhrink from ſight, and are 


forgotten. — Tou know I will not hear you on this 
ſubjeR : twas not with my conſent you" over" og 
there were ſuch objects in exiſtence. 


Fred. I own it; but in this een 


you might relax a little from that rigid honor- 


Ch. Never; but as the body of a man is brac'd 
by winter, ſo is my reſolution by adverſity. On this 


point only we can differ, EG 


perſiſt in urging iC P 
Fred. I have done. You have your way: : 
. Then with. your leave Ii gr e per 
father. 
Fraud. Hold! Here comes one var reer. 
all other viſitors old Sheva, the rich Jew, the 
meereſt muck · worm in the city of London: How 
the old Hebrew caſts about for prodigals *r 
at ! I'Il throw him out a bait for ſport. | 
Ch. No, let him paſs: what er can his in- 7 


 firmities afford? 


Suxva the Jxw enters. 


yz 44 75D 


© Sheva. The good day to you, my young maſter | 


How is it with your health, I pray? Is your fader 


Sir Stephen Bertram, and my very good patron, to 
be ſpoken with ? pra 


5 Fred. 


Vith, under ſome precaution, Sheya: e being : 


A COMEDY. . 8 
Fred Les, yes, he is at home; and to be ſpoken | 


him money, you will be welcome. 


"Rp 


| Sheva-- Ah] that is very goot, - Mone is wel | 
come every where. ; 
Fred. Paſs on, paſs on l- no more e epologies— h 
Good man of money, 2 your breath to count 


Your guineas. bes [Exit Snays. 
That fellow wou'd” not kt his ſhadow fall upon 7 
the earth, if he 'cou'd help it. | 


courteous. © 
Fred. Hang him! he'll bow far half a crown. 


His carcaſe and it's covering wou'd not coin into 2 


ducat, yet he is a moving mine of wealth. 
Ch. You ſee theſe. characters with indignation ; I 


comemplate them with pity. I have. a fellow-feel- 


ing for poor Sheva: he is as much in poverty as I 
am, only it is poverty of another ſpecies: He 
wants what he has, I haye nothing and want every 
thing. Miſers are not unuſeful members of the 
community: they act like dams to rivers, hold up 
the ſtream that elſe wou'd run to waſte, and make 


| deep water where there wou'd be ſhallows. 


Fred. I recollect you was his reſcuer ; I did not >: 
know you were his advocate. : 
Cb. Tis true I ſharch'd him out of jeopardy. 


My countrymen, with all their natural humanity, 


have no objection to the huſtling of a Jew. Tr | 

poor old creature was moſt roughly handled. - 
Fred. What was the cauſe? Dy 
& T never aſk'd the cauſe : There was's 0 ; 


33 upon 


85 


b. You are too hird upon him. The thing i 425 


err ren: 


upon one; that was cauſe enough for me to makę 
rayſelf a ſecond to the party over-match'd. I got 
a few hard knocks,” but I brought off my man. 


bo Fred. The Tnagogye er you for 
1 | es | 

| Szabo retu#igs. 

I! : . buſhel 00. b# dis; 


there is no talking to your fader. He is not juſt 
| no in the ſweeteſt of all poſlible tempers—Any 
1 | thing, Mr. Bertram, wanted in my way ? 
a. Fred. Y es, Sheva, there is enough wanted in your 
ll | ways but I doubt it is not in your will to do it. 
| Sbeva. I do always do my. utmoſt for my princi- 
= pals: I never ſpare my pains when buſineſs is 
bo going; be it ever ſuch a trifle, I am thankful. 
„ Every little helps a poor man like me. 
| Fred. You ſpeak of your ſpirit, I ſuppoſe, When 
i= you call yourſelf a poor man. All the world know 
| you roll in riches. . | 
Wi Sbeva. The world knows no great deal of me: I 
1 do not deny but my monies may roll a little but 
for myſelf I do not roll at all. I live ſparingly, and 
labor hard, therefore I am called a miſer I cannot 
| help it—an uncharitable dog, I muſt endure it—a _ 
(| blood-ſucker, an extortioner, a, ShyJock—liard- 
| names, Mr. Frederic, but what can a poof Jew ſay 
in return, if a Chriſtian chuſes to abuſe him? 
Fred. Say nothing, but ſpend your money like 8 
Chriſtian, 
Sheva, We have no abiding place on earth, Bo 
ö country, no home: every body rails at us, every 
q body flours us, every body * us out for their 
| "= may- 


+ 


£ A COMEDY. - > 
— 49 branes on rar War 
make ſport of, out comes a Jew to be baited and 
buffetted through five long acts for the amuſement d 
all good Chriftians—Cruel fport, mercileſs amuſe- 
ment! hard dealings for à poor ſtray ſheep of the 
ſcatter d flock of Abraham! How can yo expet 
= to ſhew kindnefs, when we recelye none? 

'  Ch\( advancing) That is true, friend Sheva, 1 can 
witnels; Treo ty CE OP ne ARR.” 
in your complaint. 

ha Blefs this goot light 1 dd pot ſee you— | 
"Tis my very good friend Mr. Ratchiffe, as Hive, 
Give me your pardon, I pray you, fir, give me your 
pardon ; I ſhould. be forry to ſay in your hearing 
that there is no charity for the poor Jews. Truly, 


fir, I am under very great obligations to.you fc 
your generous protection t other night, when 1 was "© 


mob d and mal-treated; and, for augfit I can tell, 
ſhould have been maſſacred, had not you ſtood! for- 
Wurd in my defence. Truly, fir, [ beat ivyery hark 
fully in my remembrance; truly I do, yes truly 
Freed. Leave me with him, Charles: TIF hold — 
. hind in Geert whilſt you'go to my father. 


Exit Cranes, 7 3 
ed Oh! it dee vcr} eat oat GOES 


fave a poor Jew from a pitileſs mob, and I am very 


very grateful to you, worthy Mr. _—— Atr! che we 


gentleman is gone away: that is another thing. 

Fre It is fo, but your gratitude need not go 

away at the ſame time; ee gg 

cod the ee 
B 4 


776 
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ene I am very much oblig d to 
him, not only for my. life, but for the monies | 
and the valuables. I had about me: I.had you”. 
huſtled out of them all but for him. 2 ä 

Fred. Well then, having ſo much gratitude for 


I his favours, you have now an e of mak- 


ing ſome return to him. | 
' Sheva. 6 
my thanks and gopt wiſhes very heartily, - What 


can a poor Jew ſay more ? [ do wiſh him all goot 
things, and give him all goot words. t 


Fred. Good words indeed]. What are they to 


man, who is caſt naked upon the wide world, with 


a widow'd mother and a defenceleſs liter, who look 
up to him for their ſupport? . | 
Sheva, Good lack, good lack I thought he was 


in occupations in your fader's counting-houſe. 


Fred. He was, and from his ſcanty pittance 


piouſy ſupported thoſe poor deſtitutes: that ſource 
is now ſtopp'd,. and as you, when in the midſt f 


rioters, was in want of a protector, ſo is he in the 


midſt of his mixforrapes in want of Joe kind 


7 friend to reſcue him. 


Sbeva. Oh dear, oh dear! This world bs fall of - 


47 1 miſeries upon miſeries; 
| unſortunates by hundreds and by thouſands,” and 


poor Sheva has but two weak eyes to Hoc, Yours 


© for them all. 


Fred. Come, come, Sheva, pity will” not- feed | 


the hungry, nor clothe. the naked, | Ratcliffe is 
the friend of my heart; am helpleſs in myſelf; 


my father, though juſt, is auſtere in the extreme ; 


9 1919 89 


| I dare 


' 
- 


A COMEDY... 9 
1 dare not reſort to him for money, nor np 0 
turn my thoughts to any other quarter for the 
loan of a ſmall * in this ne 
you. 

. e Lani ti whe What will be- 

come. of me? what will Sir Stephen ſay?” He is full 
of monies ; but then again he is a cloſe man, ve 
auſtere, as . fay, and ver Juſt, but * * 

Fred. Well, well, Et me ae your anſwer. 9's 
Sbeva. Yes, yes, but my anſwer will not pleaſe 
you without the monies: 1 ſhall be a Jewiſh dog, 
| abe e 
monies; and when my monies is all gone, what 

Hall I be then? An aſs, a fool, a jack - a-dandy 1 Oh | 

dear! oh dear }—Well, there muſt be e 25 

look you. 5 

Fred. To be ſure : ſecurity twice ſecur'd ;. pre- 

mium and intereſt, and bond and E eee 

tke bargain: only enable me to preſerve my friend, 
give me that tranſport, wn 1 care noe whar 1 pay 

* 

Sbeva. Mercy on your heart What haſte and . 
. hurry you are in. How much did you wane? © Ou, by 4 
hundred pounds, did you ſay? | . AGE 40Y 
, Fred. More than one, more than one. þ * 
HSbeva. Ah, poor Sheva! More chan one hundred 

| pounds! What! ſo much as two hundred? In 
a great deal of -monies. $15 
Fried. Come, friend Shern ut one o- | 
hundred pounds. * 
 _ Sheva, Mercies defend me; when A s ® Rog 55 be 
1 — me with three hundred | 
SS pounds; Sk 


1 * ER 7 E W: 
pounds: make your own'terrmms { totfult your con- 
ſeience in the bargain, and 1 wil fay you are 4 
Pool fellow... Okt Sheva, did you but know the 

F | 

ſrom diſtreſs. - i 

Vers. Oh ! üs great ly I date fy; Us you 

wou'd not buy it at fo high à price. Well, well, 

well! 1 have thought a little, 404 if you will cone 
to my poor cabin in Duke's $ Place, you ſhall have 

the monres. 3 
Fred. Well lud, my gahant Shev'! Shall I bring 9 
Wannen 1 

ers. No, no, no: we have all thoſe in * 

Hop. 5 | 
Fred. I don't doubt 1A the Apparat of an 
uſurer ide. Fare well, Sheva] be ready with your 
| inſtruments, J care not what they are: only let me 
have the money, and you may proceed to diſſection 


25 ſoon after as you pleaſe. | 3 Fab. 


Ae I eannot t chuſe but weep<Sheva; 000 I 
| art à fool Three hundred pounds by the day, How 
much is that in the year ?—Oh dear, oh dear! 1 : 
mall be ruin'd, ſtarv'd, waſted' to à watch-Bght. | 
Bowels, you ſhall pinch for this: PH not eat fleſh 
this fortnight; I'll fuck the air for nouriſhment ; 
II feed upon the ſteam of an alderman's kitchen, 
* as I put my noſe down his area. Well, well ! but 
ſolt, a word, friend Sheva ! Art thou not rich? 
© monſtrous rich, abominably rich? and yet thou Rveft 
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f on 2 cruſt Be it ſo! thou doſt ſtint thine appe- 

9 ties Oy * 3 thou Yo make 
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thyſelf to „en pen e U pas 1 3 


in plenty. Well, well ! d long 45 thou re 4 thiſer - 


h ie die ö Cc, tou may ſt hug thyſelf in 


this poor habit, and . hows nr Hoy iy Rü | 


. Habighit, 78 


t 


noticing .the I w. A bob 
Cb. Unfeeling, heartleſs man, I've Hans: wich. 
you. I'll dig, beg, ' periſh,” rather than ſubmit to 
fuch unnatural terms I may remain: my mother 
and my ſiſter muſt be baniſh'd to a diſtance. Why; 


this Jew, this uſurer, this. enemy ta our faith; ohen 


heart is in his e 
P'll queſtion him She ya 
. Sheva, What is-your-pleafure? 9 05 


Cn Le aber, — — 55 with 2 


* 
=. > 


wc 


Ch. I do aot know the word. ti 3 


:, Sheva, Ed NE a NG Fo 

Ch. Sheva!—You have been * e had. 
- mother doſt remember her? 

Sbeva. Goot lack, goot lack! * remember | 


x LE 


Ch. Did'ſt love hers cheriſh her, foppory ber? 


F NEE v 
died— „ 5 1 


Ch. Thou haſt Addons welings, thera; 


Sheva. I am a man, fir, call me how you pleaſe. © 
Ch. I'll call you Chriſtian thens __ this G 
merchant Jew. 


 Sheva, I ſhall ne thank von i ns 1 


. 


| 8 
Sheva, Ah me! ah me] It is as much as m/ 
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12 T HE JE V: 
cb. And had'ſt thou not a ſiſter too? | 
'Sheva. No, no ſiſter, no broder, no ſon, no 
daughter: I am. a ſolitary en | 
- world's wide common. 

Ch. And thou haſt hoarded wealth, till thou art 
 fick with gold even to plethory : thy bags run over 
with the ſpoils of uſury ; thy veins are glutted with | 
the blood of prodigals and gameſters. 

eee: 1 . (enough: Py p—_ 


* And I have nothing, nothing to ſpare but 
miferies, with which my meafure overflows—by 
Heaven, it racks my ſoul, to think that thoſe beloved 
ſufferers ſnould want, and this thing ſo abound {/fide. 
— Now, Sheva, now, if you and I were out of ſight 
of man, benighted in ſome defart, wild as my thoughts, 
naked as my fortune, ſnou'd you not tremble ? 
'_  Sheva. What ſhov'd I tremble for? ou cou d | 
not harm a poor defenceleſs aged man. ; 
C. Indeed, indeed I cou'd not harm you, 
Sheva, whilſt I retain'd my ſenſes. 
| Sbeva. Sorrow diſturbs them; yes, yes, it is ſorrow. 
Ah me, ah me! poor Sheva'in his time has been 6 
driven mad with forrow.— Tis a hard world. 0 


Ch. Sir, I have done you wrong Lou pity. me, 
I'm ſure you do: thoſe tones cou d never proceed 
dut from a feeling heart. 
Sbeva. Try me, touch me; L am not made of ä 
marble. N 
Ch. No, on my life you are not. | 
Sbeva. Nor yet of gold extorted from che prodigal: 
I am no ſhark to prey upon mankind, What I 
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COMEDY. 13 
have got, 1 have got by little and little, working 
my own bowels I cou'd fay 


ſomething, it is in my thoughts 3 but no, I will ne | 


fay it here: this is the houſe of trade; that is not to 
my purpoſe—Come home with me, ſo pleaſe you— 

Tu but a lite wall and you ſtall ſee what I hive 

4 ſhewn to no man, Sheva's ren heart I do not carry 


it in my hand Come, come, 1 V 1 come 
Exeunt, 


— 
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Erz Ravcuees %s. 


ELIz aA. 


H! r me, poſſeſs'd of all my 5 — 
lights in; and miſerable me, for having ruin d 
what I love. Alas! poor Bertram, fond to deſpe- 
ration, generous to thy deſtruftion Why then did 
I marry, wherefore did I ſuffer him to be the vic- 
tim of a fatal paſſiun? What pawer perverted un- 
derſtanding, heart, humanity? What power but 


that, which can do all things, good or ill, make 


virtue and unmake it, animate our courage and ex- 
it?—Love is at once my crime and my 


excuſe. Good heavens ! my mother, — 


Mrs. RATCLIFFE enters, 
[EL1za takes ber hand and kiſſes it. 
Mrs. R. Eliza! Child! what means this more 
than uſual agitation ? 
Eliza. Is it then more than uſual ? ? 
Mrs. R. You weep— 
Eliz. Do I? *Tis natural, when 1 contemplate 


face ſo dear and ſo decay'd, furrow'd with cares 


and ſorrows for my ſake.— Ah! my dear mother, 
you have lov'd me much too yell. 3 


Mrs. R. 


* 
* * 
0 


obey, to love yqu and to honour you. - 


A COMEDY 
. Mrs. R. My dacling, can that be, ſeeing 1 love . 
your A hae * ſhare my heart between 


You... 

" Eliza: Cre allo bim: be has geſer v d it erte 
Art. R. Heaven bleſs him/to the extent of his 
defervings! On him. reſts all our hope; 19 hm 
we cling, as to the laſt dear. xelick of our wreck'd 
1 But he's 2 man, Eliza, and endow'd 
with ftrength and fortitude to ſtruggle in the ſtorm 5 


ve are weak helpleſs women Ae do no more 


chan ſuffer and ſubmit. 40; 237 

Ekza, True, bar hene is b ba dpi bo 
weakeſt, enen to, men an humble ane indeed ant 
cally. perform d, ſinee nothing is requir d 1 5 


ob 12 =” 2 
- Cos 


R hate. deoe.iu faithful crap 


7 


hid. Mn 2 


Eliza, You think a 3 ' 


_ praiſe is my reproach. —Oh4 had I now a crime |» 
upoa my conſcienee, and hou'd I kneel chus ang 


beg far pardon at your feet, what wou d you ſay? 
Mrs. R. Aſtoniſhment might keep me ſilent for 


a hie, hut m ſinſt ce et be. a 


forgive you. 


Elze. That 1 can err this guilty hand will eit 


| neſs.—Well may you ſtart. That hand is Ber- 
tram's; and that ring, pledg d at the altar, was put 


— ĩðͤ 1am Bernoss 


_ wie. | 

_ Mrs. R. Riſe; quit this ſapplicating: Soldiers 12 

you find yourſelf in preſence of ſome . = 
A | 


3 | Eliz * 
„ — 
** ö A 


Rd 
* * 
* * "Is 
” , » 
Ky 
= - 
— . i 


W * 1 


| * 7E 7E. ; 

Era. How mild is that rebuke how merciful | 
Your eye, like Nature's, penetrates my heart : you 
fee it weak as woman's reſolution is, empaſſſon d 
not impure, conquer d but not corrupted. . 
' Ars. R L ſee myſelf reflected in my child: 

| tice demands a cenifure ; conſcious recoll 
checks me from pronouncing it: — ney 
brother, whoſe high · ſoaring ſpirit will not brook . 
clandeſtine marriages : your huſband has a father 
of another ſpirit as I fear. Alas! my child, be- 
twixt the lofty and the low you muſt ſicer well eo 
1 ſteady courſe: © 

Ezkxa. I ſee my danger; anũ tho' Wert art 
dor painted ir in fainter colours than it's true com- 
plexion may demand, yet I ſhou'd hope the nature. 
of a father cannot be ſo ſtern as never to forgive a 
choice that diſappoints, but, let me one does not 
diſgrace him. ; 

Art. R. The name of Ratcliffe cannot. A. 
daughter of your houſe in better days wou'd hardly 
have advanc'd his Enighthood higher than 1. 
ſoot-· cloth. | 

Eliza. Aye, Madam, but the pride of birth does 
bur add ſtings to poverty. We muſt 6 
days. 

Mes. R. Your father did not. 

Eliza. Ah, my father !— 

Airs. R. Your brother never will. * 

Ekza. Vet he is humble for our ſakes, Think 


what he does. Good heavens, my huſband's fathers 


clerk. Dear Madam, tell me why he did not 


rather go where his courage call'd him, where his 
ed prin 
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perſon wou'd have grac'd the colors that he 
carried. - 

Mrs. R. Child, child, what colors ? Surely you 
forget the interdiction of 4 father bart d hing from | 
that ſervice. n 

Eliza. Alas, alas! 

Mrs. R. The bread wou'd choak him, that he 

earn'd under a father's curſe. -_ - - 

Eliza, We have bled for our opinions, and we 
have ſtarv'd ſor them: the axe and ſword and po- 
verty have made fad havoc with our family: tis 
time we were at peace, The world is now before 
us: on this hour depends the fate of all perhaps 
that are to come. Frederie is with his father; he 
is determin'd to avow his marriage; and to meet 
the conſequences. I never ſaw Sir- Stephen, and 
have nothing but conjecture to . me: I 
tremble for the event. 

Mrs. R. Tis a diſtteſsful interim; and it is now 
the hour when I expect your brother. : 

Eliza. Ohl that is worſe than all; for pity's ſake 
hide me from him till Frederic returns: let me 
retire, 

- Mrs. R. Come then, my child! I know not 
what it is, but ſomething e me chat all wil 
ö yet be well. | 

_ - #6za. Ten thouſand bleſlings on you for that 
chearing hope: how my heart bounds to embrace 
it! Tis an auſpicious omen, and I hail jt like the 
voice of inſpiration. - I eeunt. 


— is I, c ; 


CG. Sende 
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SCENE changes to Sukva's Honſe. | 
Doxcas, and afterwards JaBAL. 


W Why Jabal, I lay Jabal! Where are 
you, ſluggard? 

FJabal. Here am I, mother Dorcas! Oh! whac 
a ſtarving ſtar was I born under, to be the rich 
Jew's poor ſervant. No ret, no peace whilſt you 
are awake. Lud-a-mercy ! if you did but know 
how your pipe echoes in this empty houſe. | 

Dorcas. Child, child, you muſt not think to be 
idle here. 

Jabal. What wou'd you have me do? Bruſh the 
bare walls for a breakfaſt? A ſpider could not 
| make a meal upon them. 

Dorcas. I warrant thou haſt fl thy belly, cor- 
morant. 

- Fabal. I have not had a belly-full Aue I belong'd 
to you. You take care there ſhall be no fire in the 
kitchen, maſter provides no prog upon the ſhelf, 
ſo between you both J have plenty of nothing bur 
cold and hunger. 

Dorcas. Hunger indeed + How ſhou'd thy ſto- 
mach ever be fill'd, when there is no bottom to it ? 
tis like the Dead Sea, fathomleſs. 

Jabal. Tis like the Dead Sea ſo far, chat neither 
fiſh nor fleſh are to be found within it. 7 

\ Dorcas. Surah ! you have a better maſter than 
your think for, Ir is * the charities he gives 


away. 


Jabal. You're right, it is unknown ; at leaſt I 
: £36 : never 
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fever found the ſecret our. If it is charity to keep 
an empty cupboard, he has that to boaſt of; the 
very rats wou d run away from fuch a caterer. II 
it is charity to clothe the naked, here is a ſample 
of it: examine this old drab, you may count the 
threads without ſpectacles; a fpider's web is a 
warm blanket to it. If jt is charity to feed the 
hungry, I have an empty ſtomach at his ſervice, to 
which his charity at this preſent moment would be 
very ſeaſonable. 

Dorcas. Vou muſt mortify your carnal appetites: 
how often ſhall I teach you that leſſon? 

Jabal. Every time I ſet eyes upon you. 

Dorcas: Hav'n't you the credit of belonging to 
dne of the richeſt men in the city of London? 

Jabal: I wiſh I was turnfpit to the pooreft cook's 
ſhop inſtead. Oh! if my maſter had but fixt his 
abode at Pye Corner, or Pudding-lane, or Fiſh- 
ſtreet-hill, or any of thoſe ſavory places What 
am I the fatter for the empty dignity of Duke's 
Place? I had rather be a miſer's heir than a miſer' $ 
fervant. 

Dorcas: And who kriows what may en ? 
[Maſter has not a relation I ever heard of in the 
univerſal world. 

Fabal. No, he has ſearv'd em all out: | A ca- 
meleon cou'd not live with him; he wou'd grudge 
him even the air he feeds on. 4 

Dorcas. For ſhame, flanderer ! His good deeds 
will ſhine out in time. + 

Jabal. I ſhan't ſtand in their light; they may 
thine through me, for I am grown tranſparent in 
DNS GC 2 his 


? 4 
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his ſervice, —Had not he like to have been torn te 
pieces c other day by the mob for W 4 
ſtary'd cat out of his are:? 

Darcas. And whoſe fault was that but thine, un- 
gracious boy, for putting it there? I am ſure I 
have cauſe to bleſs the gentleman that ſav'd him.— 
But huſh! Here comes my good maſter ; and as I 

live the very gentleman with him—Ah! then I 
gueſs what is going forward. | 


Enter SERVA and CHaRLEs RATCLIFFE. 


Sbeva. So, ſo, ſo! What's here to do with you? 
Why are you not both at your work ?—Dorcas, a 
cup of cold water—1I am very thirſty. 

[Exit Doxcas. 

| Jabal. Are you not rather hungry too, Sir? | 

Sheva. Hold your tongue, puppy! Get about 
your buſineſs ; and here! take my hat, clean it 
earefully, but mind you do not bruſh it—that will 
wear off the nap. 

Jabal. The nap indeed] There is not ſhelter for 
a flea, Erin 

Sbeva. Aha! I am tired. I beg your pardon, 
Mr. Ratcliffe ; I am an old man. Sit you down, 
I pray you, fit you down, and we will talk a little. 
{Dorcas brings a glaſs of water] So, ſo! that is 
right. Water is goot.—Fie upon you, Dorcas ; 
why do you not offer the glaſs to my gueſt before 
me? - 

Dorcas. Lord love him! I'd give him wine, if 
had it. 
Sbeva. No, no, it is goot water, it is better 


- 
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than wine: wine is heating, water is cooling; 
wine coſts monies, water comes for nothing Tout 
good health, Sir— Oh! *tis delicious, it is ſatis- 
ſying: I was very empty before, my ſtomach 'was - 
craving, now I am quite content. Go your ne 
Dorcas, go your ways.—(Exit Dorcas.) Sir, I 
have nothing to aſk you to but that water, which 
you wou'd not drink: twas very goot water not- 
withſtanding. —Ah ! Mr. Ratcliffe, 1 muſt be ver 
faring: now: I muſt pinch cloſe. 

Cb. For what? Are you not rich enough to al- 
low yourſelf the common comforts of life ? ' 

Sbeva. Oh yes, oh yes! I am rich to be fure— 
Mercy on me, what a world of monies ſhou'd I 
now have, if I had no pity in my heart! Bur it 

melts and melts, or elſe—Oh! dear me, What a 
der it wou'd have beenn 

. Pardon me, Sir, if I ſay there are "Ws rund 
ing contradictions in your character, which 1 can- 
not reconcile. You give away your money, it 
ſhould ſeem, with the generoſity of a prinet, and 
I hear you neh over it in the language of a 
miſer. 

Sheva. That is true, that is very true: I love 
my monies, 1 do love ihem dearly; but I love my 
fellow-creatures a little better. N 

Ch, Being ſo charitable to others, why then will 
you not ſpare a little to yourſelf? | 
Sbeva. Becauſe I am angry with myſelf for being 
ſuch a baby, a child, a chicken. Your people do 
not love me, what buſineſs *have I to love your 
| —_— Iama Jew; FRY fathers up to Abja 
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all were. Je- Menden mankind, how: you ww 
perſecuted. them! My family is all; gone, it is ex- 
tint, my very name will vaniſh- out of memory 
when I am dead] pray you pardon me; m very 
old, and àApt to weep; 8 pray you pardon me. 992 

Cb. I am more diſpos'd to ſubſcribe to Sn 
tears than to find fault with them. 

Sheva. Well, well, well! 'tis natural — me to 
weep when I reflect upon their ſufferings and my 
own. — Sir, you ſhall know but I won't tell you 
my {gd ſtory: you are young and tender-hearted 
It is all written down Tou ſhall find it with my 
Pn at my death. 

- Ch. Sir At your Ceath ?— 

Sbeva. Yes, ſure, I muſt e time or n 
tho! you have ſav d my life ance, you cannot ſave 
it always: I did tell you, Mr, Ratcliffe, I wou'd 
ſhew you my heart. Sir, it is a heart to do you all 
poſſible good whilſt I live, and to pay you the debt 
of gratitude when, I die: I believe it is the only. 
one Lowe to the pure ene of mx eee 
creatures. 

Ch. I am ſorry you have found mankind ſo un- 
grateful. | 

Sheva. Not ſo, not . 3 1 nicks 8 have 
found them grateful, if I had let them know their 
benefactor; I did relieve. their wants, but I did not 
court their thanks: they did eat my bread, and 
hooted at me for a miſer. 


J ABAL enters. 


OR A gentleman, who ſays his name in Bes- | 
tram, 
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tram, waits to ſpeak with you] fancy he comes 
— ans he looks wondrous moor 


choly. * 
She va. Hold your tongue, knave; what is ĩt to 
you what he comes for? g 


Juabal. I'm ſure he does not come for dinner, for 
he has not brought it with him. 

Sheva. I pray you, Mr. Ratcliffe, paſs out that 
way, I wou'd not have you meet. —Admit Mr. 
Bertram. CExeunt JaBAL and CHARLES. 


FREDERIC enters. 


Sbeva. You are welcome, Mr. Bertram: our 
buſineſs may quickly be diſpatch'd. You want 
three hundred pounds— I have made ſhifr'ro ſcrape 
that ſum together, and it is ready for you. 

Fred. Alas,-Sheva! fince laſt I ſaw you I am fo 
| totally undone, that it wou'd now be robbery to 
take your money.— My father has expell'd me * 
his houſe. | | 

. Sheva. Why? for what cauſe? F 

Fred. I have married— 

Sbeva. Well, that is natural enough. 

Fred. Married without his knowledge— 

Sbeva. So did he without your's. What beſides ? 

Fred. Married a wife without a farthing. 

Sheva. Ah! that is very filly, I muſt ſay. 

Fred. You cou'd not ſay ſo, did you know the 
lady. | 
Sheva., That may be, but I 40 not know the 
lady: you have not nam'd her to me. 

Fred. The ſiſter of Charles Ratcliffe. 

C 4 Sbeva. 
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-. Sheva. Ah! to Miſs Ratcliffe ?' Is it, ſo? And 
the i is goot and lovely, but ſhe e _ 
that has made your fader very angry with you? 

Fred. Furious, irreconcileable. 

Sbeva. Why truly, monies is a 8 thing, and 
your fader is not the only man in England that 
does think ſo: J confeſs I'm very much of his 
mind in reſpect of monies. 

Fred. 1 know you are; therefore keep your 
money, and good morning to you. 

Sheva. Hold, hold, be not fo haſty ! 1f 1 da 
love my monies, it may be becauſe I have it in my 
power to tender them to you, | 

Fred. But I have ſaid I never can repay you 
- Whilſt you are in this world. 

Sheva. Perhaps I ſhall be content to be Soar 
hen I am out of it - I believe I have a pretty 
many paſ-ebiss of that fort upon the file. 
Fred. ] do not rightly underſtand you. 

Sbeva. Then pray you have a little patience till 
I'm better underſtood. —Sir Lehen had a n 
for you in view? | 
Fred. He had. 

Sheva, What was the lady 8 fartune ? d 

Fred. Ten thouſand pounds. 

Sevo. That- 1 1s a goot round ſum ; hut you did 
not love her, and you do love your wife. 

Fred. As dearly as you loye your money. 
Sbeva. A little better we will hope, for I do 
lend my monies to my friend. For inſtance, take 
theſe bills, three hundred, pounds—W hat ails you ? 
—They are {0 bills, they are bank—Oh ! that 
] had 
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I had a ſack full of them Come, come, I pray 
you take them. They will hire you very pretty 
lodging, and you will be very happy with your 
pretty wife — I pray you take them. — Why 
will you be ſo hard with a poor Jew as. to refuſe 
him a gaat bargain, when you know he loves to 
lay his monies out to profit and advantage? 

Fred. Are you in earneſt ? You aſtoniſh me, 
 Sheva. 1 am a little aſtoniſh'd too, for did 
never ſee a map ſo backward to take money: you 
are not like your fader. I am afraid you. Ac. 
little proud. 

Fred. You ſhall not 49 ſo: 2 your ge- 
nerous tender. | 

Sbeva. 1 wiſh it was ten thouſand: pounds, then 
your goot fader wou'd be well content. 

Fred. Yes, of two equal fortunes I believe he 
" wou'd be good enough to let me take my choice. 
Sbeva. Oh! that is very kind; he wou'd give 
you the preference when he had none himſelf. 

Fred. Juſt ſo : but what acknowledgment ſhall T 
give you for theſe bills ? 

Sheva. None, none; I do acknowledge them 
myſelf with very great pleaſures in ſerving you, 
and no ſmall pains in parting from them. I pray 
you, make yourſelf and pretty wife comfortable 
with the monies, and I will comfort myſclf as well 
as I can without them—Ah, poor Sheva ! when 
thou art beggar man, who will take. pity of thee?— 
Well, well ! no matter—now I muſt take a little 
walk about my buſineſs—1 poly you pardon my 
ure 6a 


Fred, 
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Fred. No apology: Iam ee Sheva! 
Thou a miſer l thou art a prince. [ Exit. 
r Jabal open the door. ey 


TJapaL enters. 

Sa Tis done, Sir. 

© Sheva, How now, Sirrah! 4 'You Was liſtening at 
the key-hole. 

Jabal. Not I, Sir; I \ was only oiling the lock: 
Tou love to have your bolts ſlip caſily. 

Sbeva. You are a jackanapes: I ſhall flip you 
out of my door by and bye. [Exit Suva. 


n —— ry 7 


Japnar.” 
You may flip me thro* the cratk of it, if 
F ſhy. much longer with you—But to be ſire 1 


did liften, that is' che truth ve 1 It. pL N 


Mother Dorcas ! 1 | 
: Doncas enters... 


Jabal.» Oh! I am glad you are in che way. Lend 
me your one ear, and I'll tell you a ſecret. 

Dorcas. Let us hear it, Jabal; I love a ſecret— 
Come on this ſide of me. 

Jabal. That's true; your leſt ear Well, do you 
hear me? ? I have made a diſcovery, 

Dorcas. I have no objection to a diſcovery. Out 
with f it! 

Jabal. Mother Dorcas, 1 have diſcover'd that 
our old maſter is no more a miſer than I am. 

Dorcas. I told you ſo. | 

Fabal. So you did, but that's not- al. I have 
found out beſides that he is no Hebrew, no more a 
Jew than Julius Cæſar; for to my certain knowledge 


he 


8 


A COMEDY. 27 
he gives away his money by handfulls to > the con- 
ſumers of hogs-fleſh. 13516) 
Dercas. He is merciſul to Au, Wenk. ; 
Fabal. Yes, and to all ſheep and oxen, lambs and 
acres, for he will not ſaffer us to touch a morſel of 
their fleſh, Now becauſe he lives without: food, 
that's no reaſon I ſhou'd ſtarve for want of eating. 
Oh! Mother Doreas, tis untold what terrible and 
abominable temptations I ſtruggle with. 
Dorcas. How are you tempted, child? Tell me 
what it is that moves you. 
Jabal. Why tis the devil himſelf, in che ſhape of 
a Bologna ſauſage; Gracious l how. my mouth did 
water, as I ſaw a ſtring} of them dangling, from the 
penthouſe: of an. oilman's ſhop! The- fellow-wou'd 
have perſuaded me they were made of aſs's fleſh—. 
Oh! if I cou'd have believ'd him. 
Dorcas. Ohl horrible! You muſt not touch the 
; unclean beaſt, 
Juabal. No, to be ſure; our wings 13 55 never 
taſted nnen 
Ham. | 
: Dorcas. Jabal, Jabal, what an cleap you have 
had ! 
Jabal. So had the n for my reeth quver d 
to be at them. | 
Dorcas. Come, my good lad, thou ſhalt be res. 
compens'd for thy ſelf-denial : I have an egg for. 
thee in the kitchen, 
— FJabal. I hope it is an oftrich' „ for I am mortally 
tharp ſet—Oh, mother, I * a thought in my 
head 
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head—T will give old maſter warning, and ſeek = 
fortune elſewhere, 
Dorcas, Where will you ſeek it? 
Jabal. Where there is plenty of prog, be aſſur d 
I will go upon the ſtage and turn actor: there is # 
great many eating parts, and J hope to fill them all. 
I ſpent ſixpence t'other night upon a farce, where 
chere was a notable fine leg of lamb ſerv'd up 
before the audience. Oh how I did long to be 
the attorney! I won't ſay ſo many good things 
wou'd have come out of my mouth, bur a hoy 
many more wou'd have gone into it. | 
- Dorcas. How you ramble, 'Sirrah ! What me- 
rims you have in your head! + 
Jabal. Emptineſs breeds them. Kercy,: — 
glad I ſhould be to fee it written down in 1 8 
part—Enter Jabal with a roaſt chicken ! + © 
- Dorcas. Come, come, homelier: fare muſt con- 
tent you. Let us light the lamp, and boil our 


Juabal. What! is it between us? One egg, and 
two to eat it? 


Dorcas. Well, I care not if 1 ſpend ſixpence * 
a treat, ſo thou wilt be ſociable and merry when 


it is over. 
Jabal. Agreed ! only give me good cheer for 
my dinner, and we will have good humour for the 


r [Exeunt. 
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FRED ERIC and Mrs. 'RATCLIFeE." 


, 


FREDERIC. 


{AN you forgive me? Has my lovely ab 
vocate ſued out my pardon, and may I now 
invoke a bleſſing on my love and me? | 
Mrs. R, Heaven in its bounty bleſs you both! 
May all good fortune follow you, all comforts lige 
upon you, and love and happineſs ever ſubſiſt be- 

tween you! 

Fred. Such piety can never pray in vain.— 

Where is Eliza? 


Mrs. R. She does not know you are here. 
Shall I call her? 
Fred. Not yet. I have a little ſum, and you 
muſt be our banker : Charles is too proud to touch 
it; his ſpirit is of a pitch too high to ſtoop to 
worldly matters. We have been warm and cor- 
dial friends, how we may fare as brothers, Heaven 
enly knows : I have ſome fears. 
Mrs. R. Eliza is impreſſed with the fame ap- 
prehenſions; but if Sir Stephen-acquieſces, all will 
be well: I hope this money 1s a token of his for- 
giveneſs, 

Fred 
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Fred. I will ſerve to ſet us out: I have pro- 
_ vided lodgings more commodious ; I hope. you wilt 
permit Eliza to remove, and I make further ſuit 
that you will have the ome to. accompany 
her. 

Mrs. R. Well; but you do not Asper to my 
queſtion of the money.— Hav'n't you ſeen your 
father? | 

Fred. I have ſeen him. 

Mrs. R. And explain'd to him —— ? 

Fred. IT have. | 

Mrs. R. Well! what ſays he? 

Fred. If he had faid what wou'd have done lim 
honor, and given eaſe to my Eliza's mother, I 
ſhould not have waited for your queſtion : But 
nature muſt have time to work. I have only ſtirr'd 
the dregs.— May I now ſee Eliza? There is a 
cloud on my heart alſo, which only her bright pre- 
ſence can diſpel. 

Mrs. R. Ah! Sir, ſhe can be only bright hence- 
forward by reflection; her ſunſhine muſt be caught 
from your's.— However, I will ſend her to you. 

| [ Exit; 
| FREDERIC. | 

Oh! that my father was now ſtanding by me 
to behold her, and confeſs how irreſiſtible ſhe is! — 


ELIz A enters. 
Oh! my ſoul's joy, my treaſure, my Eliza 
| [Embracing ber. 
" Eliza. Frederic, what tidings ? | 
Fred. None but of love, encreaſing with wich 


Moment, glowing with every beam that thoſe ſoft 
eyes 
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eyes diffuſe, and heighten'd into rapture by thoſe 
— thoſe graces, _— each _ word, mo- 
za. Theſe are fond: nana 1 
where s the conſolation, that you wou'd have given 
me had you brought back a pardon from your 
father? This ardor only proves that you had t 
much love, and I too little generoſityj. 

Fred. Take courage, Eliza! 1 here not len the 
field, only prolong'd the fight: I. have but fkir- 
miſh'd with him yet; he has not felt my ſtrength. 
Let me ſet you in fight, and if there is a callous:in 
his heart, (which I won't fay there mn 
my charmer, will refine and melt it. 

Eliza. My eyes have injur'd him too much al- 
ready. Oh! you raſh man, why did you take ſuch 
pains to be undone? Why lull me into dreams of 
happineſs, till T forgot that I was mA and wretch- 
ed? Deceiver of yourſelf and me, I thought we 
trode on flowers, and never ſpied the es 'be- 
hind you. 

Fred. 1 ſee no precipice ; I fear none. 

Eliza. Hear me, my Frederic, let love ſtand off 
a while, and give your ear to reaſon. —Tis fit that 
you ſhould know the heart, for which you have 
riſqu'd ſo much. Our marriage was a raſh one; 
be that my witneſs how I lov'd * you, for never till 
this day had I the recollection of one act, that 
 weigh'd upon my conſcience, or reproach'd me 
with the ſin of diſobedience in the ſlighteſt inſtance : 
But, though I wanted firmneſs to oppoſe your love, 
Jam not void of to prevent your ruin. 
Have 


32 THE FEW: 
Have patience! hear me out—Sir Stephen Ber- 
tram wiſh'd for money; I have none to give him, 
the fortune of my houſe is-cruſh'd, the ſpirit yet 
ſurvives, even in me; the weakeſt and perhaps the 
humbleſt of the name; but I reſiſt contempt; and, 
if he ſpurns my poverty, I have a ſure reſource, 
that ſhall compel him to applaud my ſpirit. 

Fred. What do you mean? Tour looks, your 
language terrify me. 

Eliza. Oh! I have lov'd you far too well to 
trifle. I will convince the world 'twas not by in- 
tereſt my heart was gain'd; 'twas not to keep off 
want, to live at eaſe, and make the noble relicks of 
my family retainers of his charity, I married to Sir 
Stephen Bertram's ſon ; it was with worthier, purer 
views, to ſhare his thoughts, unite my heart to his, 
and make his happineſs my own : Theſe ſentiments 
are my inheritance ; if theſe will not ſuffice for his 
ambition, they will teach me how to act becoming 


of my birth, under the imputation of his ſon's ſe- 


ducer. 

Fred. Hence with that word! It is a gungen 
to your lips. Was ever man ſo bleſt, ſo honor'd, 
ſo exalted as I am ? If pride will not ſee it, if avarice 
cannot feel it, is that a reaſon why humility and 
gratitude ſhou'd not be bleſt in the ment of 
it? 


Mrs. RATCLIFFE enters. 


Mrs. R. Eliza, your brother is come. 
Eliza, Leave me, I beſeech you, F rederic, leave 
| mel 


— 
* 
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me! Let me confer with him alone: There” J nb 
way elſe to pacify him. 


Ms. R. Come, let us yield to o her requeſt: "A 
danny ſhe 5 right. [Exit Mrs. R. and Farb. 


Cn 


Charles. Alone! how is my dear fries ö You 
look pale, my love—Have you been out, or are 
you going out? Has any thing occurr'd ?. You 
are more dreſt than uſual. Fs 

Eliza. Am I? No, ſure; you have ſeen this 
dreſs before. I have nothing new. 

Ch. I can't ſay quite as much, for I have a new 
| livelihodd to ſeek: Sir Stephen has diſcarded me. 
Eliza. Oh! fie upon him. | 
| Ch. No, no; the man is worldly wiſe, rio more. 
He has a ſon, Eliza, and he has found out I have a 

ſiſter. Who can blame him? Beauty is a danger- 

ous thing when honor does not guard it. But I 

know what my Eliza is, and therefore, to confute 
| ſuſpicion, and put this careful merchant at his eaſe, 
we will cut ſhort the queſtion, and retire from 
London. 

Eliza. Where muſt we go? # 

Cy. Far enough off for his repoſe be fare. * 
am ſorry on account of Frederic, for I love him; | 
but he has been too frequent in his viſits here, and 
he knows I think ſo. He will be happier for our 


' Bins I doubt that—ts 5 your reſolution Gen! 
Ch. Irrevocable— Northward is my point 
| 2 Where 
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Have patience! hear me out—Sir Stepheti Ber 
tram wiſh'd for money; I have none to give him, 
the fortune of my houſe is-cruſh'd, the ſpirit yet 
ſurvives, even in me; the weakeſt and perhaps the 
humbleſt of the name; but I refiſt contempt; and, 
if he ſpurns my poverty, I have a ſure reſource, 


that ſhall compel him to applaud my ſpirit. 


Fred. What do you mean? Your looks, your 
language terrify me. 

Eliza. Oh! I have lov'd you far too well to 
trifle. I will convince the world *twas not by in- 
tereſt my heart was gain'd; 'twas not to keep off 
want, to live at eaſe, and make the noble relicks of 
my family retainers of his charity, I married to Sir 
Stephen Bertram's ſon ; it was with worthier, purer 
views, to ſhare his thoughts, unite my heart to his, 
and make his happineſs my own : Theſe ſentiments 
are my inheritance ; if theſe will not ſuffice for his 
ambition, they will teach me how to a& becoming 


of my birth, under the imputation of his ſon's ſe- 
ducer, 


Fred. Hence with that word! It is a profunation 
to your lips. Was ever man ſo bleſt, fo honor'd, 
ſo exalted as I am ? If pride will not ſee it, if avarice 
cannot feel it, is that a reaſon why humility and 
gratitude ſhou' d not be bleſt in the enjoyment of 
it ? 


Mes. RATCLIFFE enters. 


Mrs. R. Eliza, your brother is come. 
Eliza. Leave me, I beſeech you, Frederic, 2 
mel 


— 
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me! Let me confer with him alone: There $ nb 


way elſe to pacify him. h 
Mrs. R. Come, let us yield to her requeſt: 1 do 
bean and 8 nel. i Hit Mrs. R. and Faev. 


N | 


Charles. | Aloe! how is my dear IF} You © 
look pale, my love Have you been out, or are 
you going out? Has any thing occurr'd?. You | 
are more dreſt than uſual. 
| Eliza. Am I? No, fure; you have ſeen this 
dreſs before. I have nothing new. 

Ch. I can't ſay quite as much, for I have a new 
livelihood to feek : Sir Stephen has diſcarded me. 

Eliza. Ohl fie upon him. 
| Ch. No, tio ; the man is worldly wile, fo more. 
He has a fon, Eliza, and he has found out I have a 

lifter. Who can blame him? Beauty is a danger- 

ous thing when honor does not guard it. But I 
know what my Eliza is; and therefore, to confute 
| ſuſpicion, and put this careful merchant at his eaſe, 
we will cut ſhort the queſtion, and retire from 
London. 
© Eliza. Where muſt we go? | =) 
| Ch. Far enough off for his repoſe be fare. * 
am ſorry on account of Frederic, for I love him; 
but he has been too frequent in his viſits here, and 
he knows I think ſo. He will be happier for our 


. I doubt that — Is your reſolution 2 
Ch. Irrevocable—Northward is my point > 
BD Wikee 
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Where is my mother ? I wou'd-ſpeak with her. s 

Eliza. Stay | Hear your ſiſter firſt. 

Ch. What ails you? what is ie Why do 
| you tremble ? 

Eliza. Oh, Charles! ¶ Weeps, and hides. her face, 

Ch. What is it? Speak. 

Eliza. I am the wife of Frederic. | 

Ch. Heayen and good angels forbid it! 

Eliza. Heaven and good angels, as I hope, have 
witneſs'd it. 

Cb. Raſh girl, you have 7 him; torn. aſun- 
ger nature's ſtrongeſt tye, ſet father againſt ſon— 
When was the name of Ratcliffe diſhonor'd * 
now ?—]T've done with you. 

Eliza. Charles Brother \—Benefattor! Is there 
yet a name. more. tender, an appeal more ſacred ? 
Did hard fortune leave me only one protector, one 
dear friend, and will not he forgive me }—Take 
me then, and hurl me to the ground, as one not 
Worth preſerving. [T; brows herjelf on his neck, 
Ch, Wretched Eliza, did I ever till this mo- 
ment meet your embrace with coldneſs E Have I 
not lov'd you, heaven and earth, how much 
How then have I deſerv'd to be diſhonor'd by 

ou, and to have my name ſtamp '4 as the 3j joint ſe- 
ducer of a fond weak youth, who will have cauſe to 
execrate the hour when firſt he called me friend ? 

Eliza. Strike me not to the heart with your re- 
proaches, but in pity hear me: I am not lightly- 
minded, not ignobly taught how to diſtinguiſh ho- 
nor, for I am your | ſiſter, ang have a faint, that does 
not 
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hot bluſh to call me daughter: She has Pronounc d 
my pardon; © © 
Cb. She is all pity ; ſorrow has melted her fond 

heart to weakneſs, | 
' Eliza. And can you then find no excuſe for mine? 
What have 1 known but ſorrow, except gratitude 
to you, and love to Frederic? Cannot you allow 
for a fond ſorrow-melted heart in me as well as 
in my mother? You ſaid but now that as a friend 
you lov'd him: I love him as a friend; but woman's 
friendſhip to your ſex, when years, affections, ſen» 
timents ſo harmonize, as Frederic's with ine, how 
long will it retain its ſtation in two hearts before it 
draws them cloſer, and unites them as you ſee? 
Cb. We'll haye no more of this; Eliza. There 
is a weakneſs lurking. at my heart, that warns. me 
how I truſt myſelf too fary you have made wreck 
of your own er wretched ein, I mY fall Ar 
mine. we. | | 


© Farvkkic Py Mrs. Ratcuirer enter. 


Mrs. RarTcLirts. 
Eliza |—my dear child | how has ir pad: 
Fred. It is too Plain how it has paſs'd—She is in 
tears, pale and . my ſoul, it is too 
much. 
Eliza. Huſh; huſh | be ſtill. 
Fred. She'll faint; by Heavens, felt i675 
Oh, monſtrous cruelty! Why did 1. ? 
Why did. you perſuade me ? 8 19 85 = 
D 3 Uu. 
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- Eliza. Give me your arm—Lead me into the 
other room: I ſhall recover there, if you will be 
but patient. | 1 


4 


0 Scene changes to Sir STEenen BERTRAM“? Houſe.) 


Sir STEPHEN B8RTRAM and SAUNDERS. 


Sir Srkrhkx. 

Well, Saunders, what news have you been able 
to collect of my undutiful ſon? 

Faun. I have not ſeen Mr. Bertram, but I am 
told he has ſettled himſelf in very handſome lodg- 
ings, an and is gone to remove his lady to them. 

Sir 8. His lady, do you call her? Can you find 
no fitter term? Where ſhou'd he get the means to 
ſettle? He was not furniſh'd with them by me; 
who elſe will do it? If he attempts to raiſe money 
upon expectancies, be it at their peril, who are fools 
enough to truſt him: No prudent man will be his 
bubble.—If I. were ſure that was his practice, I 
ſnou'd hold it matter of conſcience to advertiſe 
againſt his debts. 

Saun. Perhaps there may be ſome perſons i in 
the world, who think you will not always bold out 
againſt an only ſon, 

Sir S. Then let thoſe perſons ſmart for their 
opinion : they little know the feelings of an injur'd 
father; they cannot calculate my hopes, my diſap- 
pointments, my regret. He might have had a lady 
with an ample fortune : A wife without a ſhilling 

— 1 


1 
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1s but what avails complaint ? Cou'd you learn 
nothing further who fupplics Mi who 2275 him 
opt "EE | 
Saum. 1 hear that he had money of your r broker : 
Sheva. : 
Sir S. That muſt be falſe Wüiligende. He will 
as ſoon make gold by tranſmutation, as wring it 
from the gripe of that old uſurer: No, no, Sheva 
is too wary, too much a Jew to * him with a. 
ſhilling. 
Saun. Yet I was ſo inform'd by his own ſervant | 
| Jabal. He ſays, Mr. Bertram came to old 
Sheva's houſe by appointment ; that he overheard 
their whole converſation, in which your ſon very 
honorably ſtated the utter ruin your diſpleaſure had 
brought upon him, and wou'd have refus'd the 
money, but that old Sheva forc'd it upon him. 
Sir S. It mocks all belief; it only proves that 
Sheva, the moſt inveterate miſer in exiſtence, has | 
a fellow Jew for his ſervant, one of the com- £ 
pleteſt liars in creation. 
Saun. I am apt to give him ol for the fact, | 
notwithſtanding, | 
Sir S. Then give me leave to fay you have 
more faith than moſt men living: was I to give 
fo much credit, Mr. Saunders, I ſhou'd ſoon ſtop. 
Saun. I am not quite ſo fixt in my perſuaſion of 
old Sheva's character as you are. In his dealings, 
all the world knows he is punctiliouſiy honeſt; no 
man's character ſtands higher in the Alley; and his 
ſervant tells me, though he ſtarves himſelf, he is 


ſecretly very charitable to others. | | 
DJ Sir 


Sir g. Ves, this you may believe, if you are dif- 
poſed to take one Jew's word for another Jew's 
character: I am obſtinate againſt both; and if he 
has ſupplied the money, as I am fure it 0 be on 
uſurious principles, as ſoon as ever I have the, old 
miſer in my reach I will wring either the truth 

from his lips, or the life out of his carcaſe. 


SHEVA enters. 


Sbeva. How does my worthy maſter? I am 
your very humble ſervant, goot Sir Stephen Ber- 
tram. TI have a little private buſineſs to impart to 
you with your goot leave, and if your leiſure 
ſerves. 

Sir S. Leave us, if you pleaſe, 

[Exit SAUNDERS, 


Sheva, Ahal'I am very much fatigued :- there 

is great throng and preſs in the offices at the Bank, 
and I am aged and feeble. 
Sir S. Hold, Sir!—Before 1 welcome you within 
' theſe doors, or ſuffer you to fit down in my pre- 
ſence, I demand to know explicitly, and without 
prevarication, if you have furniſh'd my fon with 
money ſecretly, and without my leave? 

Sheva. If I do lend, ought I not to lend in ſe- 
cret? If I do not aſk your leave, Sir Stephen, may 
I not diſpoſe of my own monies. according to my 
own liking? But if. it is a crime, I do wiſh to aſk 
you who is my accuſer? that, I believe, is juſtice 
every where, and in your happy country I do 
think it is Jaw likewiſe. | 

2 i 
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Sir S. Very well, Sir, you ſhall have both law 
and juſtice. The information comes from your 
own ſervant Jabal. Can you controvert it? 

Sheva. I do preſume to ſay my ſervant ought 
not to report his maſter's ſecrets; but I will not fog 
he has not ſpoken the truth. F 

Sir S. Then you confeſs the fact — 

Sbeva. T humbly think there is no call for that: 
you have the information from _ n do 
not deny it. 

Sir S. And the ſum— 

Sbeva. I do not talk of the ſum, Sir Stephen, 
that is not my practice; neither, under favor, is my 
foot-boy my caſhier, If he be a knave, and liſten 
at my key-hole, the more ſhame his: I am not in 
the fault, | 

Sir $. Not in the fault! Wretch, miſer, uſurer! 
you never yet let looſe a ſingle guinea from your 
gripe, but with a view of doubling it at the return, 
I know you what you are. 

Sdeva. Indeed! *ris more than I will fay of my- 
ſelf.—I pray you, goot Sir Stephen, take a little 
time to know my heart, before you rob me of my 
reputation. Jam a Jew, a poor defenceleſs Jew ; 
that is enough to make me miſer, uſurer—Alas ! 
1 cannot help it. | 

Sir S. No matter; you are caught in your own 
trap: I tell you now my ſon is ruin'd, diſinherited, 
undone. One conſolation is that you haye loſt 
your money. 

Sheva, If that be a conſolation, you are very 
D 4 welcome 
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welcome to it, If my. monies are loſt, my motives 
are not. | | 
Sir S. TI never pay one farthing of his debts; 
he has offended me for life; refus'd a lady with 
ten thouſand pounds, and married a poor mils 
without a doit. 

Shevg. Yes, I do underſtand your ſon is mar- 
ried, 
Sir 8. Do you ſo? By the fame token I . 
you to be a villain. 

Sheva. Aha ! that is a very bad word—villain. 
J did never think to hear that word from one, 
who ſays he knows me. I pray you now permit me 


to ſpeak to you a word or two in my own defence. 


J have done great deal of buſineſs for you, Sir 
Stephen; have put a pretty deal of monies in your 
pocket by my pains and labors: I did never wrong 
you of one ſixpence in my life: I was content 

with my lawful commiſſion.—How can I be a 
villain? | 

| Sir S. Do you not uphold the ſon againſt the fa- 
ther? 

Sheva. I do uphold the ſon, but not againſt * 
ſader; it is not natural to ſuppoſe the oppreſſor and 
the fader one and the ſame perſon. I did ſee your 
ſon ſtruck down to the ground with ſorrow, cut to 
the heart: I did not ſtop to aſk whoſe hand had 
laid him low ; I gave him mine, and rais d him 

P. 
7 Sir §. You! you to talk of charity ! 

Sher, I do not talk of it; I feel it, 

. e Sir 
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Sir S. What claim have you to generoſity, hu- 
manity, or any manly virtue? Which of your mo- 
ney-making tribe ever had ſenſe of pity ? Shew me 
the terms, on which you have lent this money, if 
you dare! Exhibit the dark deed, by which you 
have meſh'd your victim in the ſnares of uſury ; 
but be aſſured I'll drag you to the light, and pub. 
liſh your baſe dealings to the world. 


[ Catches bim by the fleeve. 
Sbeva. Take your hand from my coat my 


coat and I are very old, and pretty well worn out 
together There, there] be patient - moderate 
your paſſions, and you ſhall ſee my terms; they 
are in little compaſs: fair dealings r be com. 
priſed in few words. 

Sir S. If they are fair, produce them. 
Sbeva. Let me fee, let me fee Ah, — 

Sheva !—I do ſo tremble, I can hardly hold my pa- 
pers—So, ſo! Now I am right—Aha ! here it is. 

Sir S. Let me fee it. 

Sheva. Take it—Do you not ſee it now ? 1? Have 
you caſt your eye over it? Is it not right? I am 
no more than broker, look you: If there is A. 
miſtake, point it out, and I will correct it. 

Sir S. Ten thouſand pounds inveſted. in the 
three per cents. money of Eliza, late Ratcliffe, 
now Bertram! 

Sbeva. Even fo! a pretty tolerable fortune 
for a poor diſinherited ſon not worth one penny. 

Sir S. Pm thunderſtruck ! 

Sheva, Are you ſo? I was ſtruck too, but not 
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by thunder. And what has Sheva done te be 
call'd villain?—I am a Jew, what then? Is that a 
reaſon none of my tribe ſhou'd” have a fenſe of 
pity? You have no great deal of pity yourſelf, 
but I do know many many noble Britiſh mer- 
chants that abound in pity, therefore I do not 
abuſe your tribe. 

Sir $. I am confounded 2 aſham'd; I ſee 
my fault, and moſt ſincerely aſk your pardon. 

Sheva. Goot lack, goot lack! that is too much. 
I pray you, goot Sir Stephen, ſay no more; you'll 
bring the bluſh upon my cheek, if you demean' 
yourſelf ſo far to a poor Jew, who is your very 
humble ſervant to command. 

Sir $. Did my ſon know Miſs Ratcliffe had this 
fortune ? 

Sbeva. When ladies are fo ITY and fo 
goot, no generous man will aſk about their for- 
tune. 

Sir S. Tis plain I was not that generous man. 

Sheva. No, no, you did aſk about nothing elſe. 

Sir S. But how, in the name of wonder, did ſhe 
come by it? 
 Sheva. If you did give me money to buy ſtock, 
wou'd you not be much offended were I to aſk 
you how you came by it? 

Sir $. Her brother was my clerk. I did not 
think he had a ſhilling in the world. 

Sheva. And yet you turn'd him upon the world, 
where he has found a great many ſhillings: The 
world, you ſee, was the better maſter of the two. 
Well, Sir Stephen, I will humbly take my leave. 
| f You 
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* wiſh'd your ſon to marry a lady with ten 
thouſand pounds, he has exactiy fulfill'd your = 

wiſhes ; I do preſume you will not think it neceſ- 
ſary to turn him out of doors, and diſinherit him 


for that. 
Sir F. Go on; I merit your Ao I ſhall 


henceforward be aſham'd to look you or my ſon 
in the face, 


Sheyg. To look me in the 4251 is to . 
of my heart; to look upon your ſon, and not to 
love him, I ſhou'd have thought had been impoſ- 
ſible.—Sir Stephen, I am you very humble {cr- 
yant. 


Sir S. Farewell, friend Sheva Be you forgive. 
2 
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a oor BY 
SCENE, à Chamber, 
Sir STEPHEN BERTRAM; SAUNDRRS, 


Sir STEPHEN, 


FA M wrong, Saunders, totally wrong in the 

manner I have reſented my. ſon's marriage. 

Saun. I am happy to hear you ſay ſo, I flat- 
ter'd myſelf you wou'd not hold out long againſt a 
worthy ſon: It is not in the nature of a father to 
reſent ſo deeply. 

Sir 8. Very true, Saunders, very true; my 
heart is not a hard one—but the lady he has 
married has ten thouſand pounds to her fortune. 

Saun. Oh! that indeed makes all the differ- 
ence in life. "Tan is a mollifying circumſtance, I 
confeſs. 

Sir S. I know not how ſhe came by it. It 
ſeems to be the work of magic; but ſo it ſurely 
is; I ſaw the ſtock in Sheva's hands. 

Saun. Well, Sir, you cou'd not have it from 
better hands than from the author himſelf, 

Sir S. How ! What, from Sheva? Impoſſible ! 


Ratcliffe is of a great fanily——Some ſudden wind- 
fall, 
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fall, ſome relation dead. You'll ſee him in mourn- 
ing next time you meet. | 
Saun. He has not put it on yet, for I left bim 
this minute in the counting-houſe: he is wins 8 
to ſpeak with hb. 
Sir S. So, ſo, ſo! Now then the news will | 
_ out—But pr ythee don't let the gentleman 
We muſt make up for paſt ſlights by double 
civility Pray inform Mr. Ratcliffe I ſhall be moſt _ 
happy to receive his commands. 
Saun. O money, mese yt vo a qualifier thou - 
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Gir STEPHEN. 
| Now I ſhall be curious to ſee how. this young 
man will carry himſelf in proſperity. Had I but 2 
ſtayed one day longer without uy qt him, 1 | 
cou'd have met him with a better 88. 


CHARLES RATCLIFFE enters. 


Ch, Sir Stephen Bertram, I ſhall not engroſs 
much of your time. My buſineſs will be pad. . 
in a very few. words. 

Sir S. Whatever commands you may have 
for me, Mr. Ratcliffe, 1 am perfectly at . | 
ſervice. | 

Ch. 1 don't doubtit, Sir, but I ſhall not put your 
ſpirit to any great trial. My explanation will not 
be a hoſtile one, — you chuſe to underſtand it 

as ſuch. 

Sir S. Far be it from me to wiſh it: Good 
terms between near connections, you know, Sir, 
mould always be cultivated, at 
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Cp. You are pleas'd to be facetious; but your 
irony will not put me by from telling you that 
your ſon's connection with my family is no match 
of my making. If my fiſter has diſhonor d 
herſelf; it behoves me to ſay, and to ſay it on my 
folemn word, that the whole tranſaction was kept 
perfectly ſecret from me, and has receiv'd every 
mark of my diſpleaſure and reſentment; that I 
have as yet had an opportunity to give it. 

Sir S. Proud as Lucifer himſelf! ade. Well, 
Sir, if you are diſſatisfied with the match, I can only 
fay, I am not 1n the fault of it: but when you fay 
your ſiſter is diſhonor'd, I proteſt I do not perfectly 
underſtand you; nor did I ne expect ſuch an 
expreſſion from you. | 

Ch. Probabiy you did not; your ſtudies perhaps 
have laid more in the book of accompts than in 
the book of hotior. 

Sir S. You are very high, Sir; 1 am afraid 
your eee good fortune has rather intoxicated 


you. 

cb. No, Sir; the beſt good me I have 
known this day, was that which diſcharg d me from 
your connection, not this, which unwillingly impoſes 
it upon me. | | 
Sir S. Very well, Mr. Ratcliffe! It was not 
with this fort of converſation I was prepar'd to en- 
tertain you; the ſooner we put an end to it the 
better: Only this I muſt take leave to tell you, that 
the fortune of the family, into which your fiſter has 
married, is by no means overbalanc'd by the fortune 
ſhe has brought into it. | 2 
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. Aye, now your keart's come out: that mer- 
4 r is all you have to ſay. But had my 
wiſh prevail'd, you never ſhou'd have had it in 
your power to utter Ratcliffe's name without a 
bluſh = your unwarranted ſuſpicion of his honor. 
[Exir. 


Sir STEPHEN. 

He's mad; his head is turn'd: Proſperity has 
overſet him. If the ſiſter of the ſame, blood is 
provided with no better brains, poor Frederic has 
made a precious bargain, We hall breed candi- 
dates for Bedlam. [ Exit. 


Suzva's Houſe. 
SnEvA alone. 


* Aha! very. goot, very goot! I am at home. 
Now I will fit down in mine own parlour, and not 


alk leave of any body—I did not think I cou'd 
have given ſo large a ſum away, and yet outliv d 
it, but I am pretty well There is but one man in 
the world poorer than he was, and he is going out 
of it; and there is a couple at leaſt a great deal 
happier, and they are coming into it. Well, well! 
that is two for one, cent. per cent. ſo I have made 
pretty goot bargain.—Now I will ring my bell and 
order my dinner: Yes, yes, I will cat my dinner, 
for I am hungry, [ Rings. 


Janat enters. 

©, Sheva. Oh! you knaye ! Oh you picklock ! how 
dare you liſten at my door and hear oy, ſecrets ? 

| Sirrah, 


= fHE FE wi 
Sirrah, I will have your ears nail'd to it. —Han't 
you ſpeak, don't you ſpeak; you will make me 


an and Hat will ſpoil my "appetite: —W hit 
have yo bt in the houſe ſor my 'repaſt ? 
Fabdl. Plenty, as good luck will have it. 


Sbeva. Plenty, = you? What is it? Let me 
hear. | 

Jabal. One egg-ſhell and the ſkins of three po- 
tatoes : ſhall I ſerve them- up at once, or make two 
courſes of them? 

Shzva. How now, you jack-an-apes! One egg- 8 
ſhell is nothing goot for a hungry man. Have 
you left ſome of the potatoes in the ſkins ? 

Jabal. Not an atom; you may have the broth 
they were boil'd in. | 
Sheva. You are a ſaucy knaye, to make a joke 
of your maſter. Do you think I will keep ajack- 
pudding in my houſe like you, to liſten at my key- 
hole, and betray my converſation ? Why did you 

ſay I gave away my monies, _ 

Jabal, What harm did I do? Nobody believ'd 
me. 

Sheva. Go your ways, go cour- ways; you are 
not for my purpoſe, you are not fit to be truſt 
you do let your idle tongue run 888 5 with you. 

Jabal. That is er you won t employ my . 
teeth. | 
Sheva. You do prate too much; you do chatter, 
and bring your poor maſter into great ſtraits: 1 
have been ch mal- treated and abus d. 

Fuabal. Have you ſo? 1 with to goodnefs t ay 
been by. 
Sheva. 


* 


WY ron 1 


— you, with you had beed bj s 
hear your maſter abus'd? 

Jad. Yes; for 1 would: have dedt the fellow 
that abus'd you ſuch a recompence in the Hf 
button, that my ftiemi Mendoza ſhould not have 

—— it ! do you think I od 

by and hear my maſter abus'd? 
bern. Don't you fear, don't you ſweat That 
is goor lady bur don't you fear. 

Jula. N; by the living | tho' I may be ſtarv d 


| is yout ſervice, I wil die in your daſence. 


Sbeva. Well, well, you are a merry knave—bur. 
- inj epes dv wites « lieeks;; the air is fang and they 
ire weak. We ao Vee &o your ways—Send . 
Dorcas to me. I [Exit Jana. 
eee ell yhar als wo hare all this 7 long, 
it is ſo troubleſome. I have ſpent ten 
Pounds to make it quiet, but there mult be a little 
fraction mofe—I muſt give the poor knave ſome- 
"thing for his good CCR A Jus 
* 


"Hin cas . 


Skies. $8, £1 Come hither, Pic" 
do you look fad? What ails you, girl? Why do 
you cry ? 

Dorcas; Becauſe you are going to turm away 
Jabal: He is the 8 willingeſt, good na- 
tur deſt foul ahve The houſe will be dungeon 
wichout Jabal. 


Sbeva. Then tel hic. 8s . rfqartt N l. 
K ira 
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him ſtay in his dungeon. Say; chat I was, very | 
angry with him, but that you pacified my anger. | 
| Dorcas, Lord __ your heart | that is o like 
you. CIA, li £7 oh 
Sbeva. Hark you, Dorcas, I vill give To this | 
piece of money to make the poor knave merry; 
but mind that you beſtow it on him as your own - 
little prefent; and promiſe not to foy it comes from 
me. 
Daorcas. Well, to be e | 
money like other people. If ever I do a good turn, 
FE take care the perſon I favor ſhou'd know from 
whence it comes, that ſo " may 8 the ere 
of returning itt. | 
Sbeva. Well, Dorcas, you take your Stk and 
I take mine Now I will go and beg a bit of din- 
her of a friend. You are a very goot houſe-wife, | 
Dorcas ; you do * an empty Ern A clean 
cupboard. . 
Doercai. And whoſe. ant is 1 How many 
people are feaſting abroad at your: coſt, whilſt you 
have a famine at home? But here . comes your 
friend and nach Mrs. . ſhe will 


nn Fig) * * 


2 * 


W - 


MR EE ACK enters. 


Mrs. Cood. Ab ! my-good fir, I peretire you are 
at your old ſport; no ſmoke in your chimney, no 
cloth upon your table, full coffers and eas 
cupboard. | 

2. Sheva. No, no, my coffers are not t full, Iam very 


poor juſt — 
1 Mrs 


_ 
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n. Good: Cote tien, and pürtike with" one, 
whom your bounty has made rich. Kn ar a 
Sheva. Do not talk of my bounty; I do never 
give away for bounty 's ſake f if pity rings it from 
my heart, whether 1 NE: or 1 * 1 * WET T 

How can I help it? 

Mrs. Good. Well, 6 L en be Heut, bir! Get 
forget And now-if you will come àrd ſhare my 
grateful meal, perhaps J can ſhe you one of the 
love lieſt objects in ereation, a beautiful and amiable 
young bride, who with her huſband and mother is 
nom my lodger. She was martied this very moin 
ing to your friend Sir Stephen Bertratms Lon, who, 
between you and me, has brought hintſelf into fad 
trouble with his father by tlie match. But ſurely if - 
chere is a woman upon earth worth a man's being 
ruin'd for, it muſt be this young creature — So 
modeſt, ſo ſweet· temper d, ſo engaging Oh! 1 
that Sir Stephen had your heart! — 

Sbeva. It might be idconvenietit to him, if he 
| had: It is not kept for nothing, I aſſure you. 

Mri. Good. You wou'd not turn ſuch. A daughter- 
in-law from your doors | 
bern. Nor will he, perhaps. Tt 

Mrs. Good, Ah! fir, I -know a little better: 
The poor young gentleman himſelf told me he was 
ruin'd: * But don't be afraid to take me into your 
te flouſe,” added he, with a ſigh that went to my 
heaft; *I am provided withtHe means of doing juſtice. 
eto you by a generous friend,” ſhewing me a bank 
bill ofone hundred pounds Heaven bleſs that gener- 
ous TE quoth I—and at chat moment thought 

"> of 
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of you, my good Mr. Sheva, who reſcued me frodf 

the like diſtreſs, when my poor huſband died. 

Sbeva. You may think of me, Mrs. Goodiſon 3 

but 1 muſt beg you will not ſpeak of me in the 
hearing of your lodgers, | 
Mrs: Good. Well, well, fir, if I muſt not ſeal, L 
muſt not; yet a ftrange thing came out in converſa- 
tion with the mother of the bride, à very excellent 
lady, from whom I found ou that the is the widow 
of that very gentleman. we knew at Cadiz by the 

= name 6f Don Carlos only, and to whom I believe 
vou think yourſelf under ant. 
eſcape from that country, - 

Sbeva. Mercies upon his heart! he was the e 

ſerver of my life; but fer his charĩtable ſuccour, 
this poor body wou'd have fed the fires of an Auto 
44 fe. ls it poſſible Mrs. Razcliffe is the widbw of 
my benefactor ? 

Mrs. Geed. Moſt certain that ſue is, which — 
may ſoon be convinc d of; but 1 Perceive you 
know the lady's name. Lad 

Sbeva. Did you not name the lady yourſelf ? 

Mrs. Good. No, on my word. Ah, fir, you are 
fairly caught ; you have betrayed yourſelf : Ill deeds, 
they ſay, will come to light, and fo will good ones, it 
fhou'd ſeem. 

' Sheva. Hold your tongue, hold your tongue; your 
forget that I am faſting and without a dinner; go 
your ways, and I will follow: You are nimble, I am 
flow ; you will be ſham'd wich your lodgers, if they 
ſee you with a poor old Jew like me. | 
Fu: Goode Ah! You are cunning in your 


charities y 
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of Cadiz, and the mother of my reſcuer from the mob. 
of London! Dear me, dear me! How Providence 
diſpoſes all chings:—The friend that's dead wanty 
nothing; the friend that is alive ſhalllikewjfe wang 
nothing that I can give him; for I will die quickly 
my own felf, and we him all. Goot lack 1 got 
lack ! when I did heap. up monies with ſuch pains 
and labor, I did always think that I thoy'd find an 
pie GAS: „ 


1 8 1 


Ire. RATCLIPFE, Euiza, and Crantns, 
Ch, 1 haye ret pit} 65466 Sake cad 2 I 
clear myſelf to all the world, No man ſhall oy 
I lay traps for heirs, - 

Mrs, N. Charles, Charles, you ſoar too high, 1 

Ch. Madam, madam, you ſtoop too low. 2 28 


r 


Mrs. R. How is your honor ſlighted, when Fu | 


friend did not conſult even his father? 
Ch. He knew his father's mind too well. 
Mrs. R. And what wou d you have done 
Ch. I wou'd have ſav'd my friend, . 
Eliza. And ſacrific'd your fiſter—That,. let me 
ſay, is a high ſtrain 0. friend endſhip, but no great 
proof of brotherly affection. | 
. Siſter, there is more peace of mind fa- 
E cCc.riſicd 
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erific'd by indulging in an act to be revetletink 
than by foregoing; a diſhonorable propenſity. The 
woman without fortune, that conſents to a clan- 
_ deſtine marriage with a man, whoſe whole de- 
pendance is upon an . father, never 
can be juſtified. * 

Eliza. You argue from the unfargiving nature 
of Sir Stephen Bertram : You. had experience of 
it, I have none. 

Cb. You might have had, dogg appeal to. (his 
_ Conſent, before you gave your own. | 

Mrs. R. Tou bear too hard upon your ſiſter, 
You forget her ſex, her fituation, your own tender- 
neſs and the affection you have ever borne her. 

Ch. No, madam, if I cou d forget how proudly 
I haye thought of her, I ſhou d not be ſo humbled 
by her conduct as I am. I own I ſtand in wonder 
and amaze at your indifference. You think I am 
too ſenſitive, too proud; you tell me that I ſoar too 
high. Ho was it when I was this Bertram's 

clerk? I bore my lot with patience, I ſubmitted 
without myrmuring to poverty: I cannot brook 
diſgrace. 

„ Eliza. Well, Charles, if you cop! d love me only 
uhilſt you thought me faultleſs, I muſt wonder how 
it was that we were friends ſo long: And now you 


have ſaid all that rigid Juſtice can enforce againſt = 


me; had yu faid leſs,! I mou d have felt | it more. 


Farpuarc enters. | 
Fred. Charles Brother Friend !—Will you 


dot give me joy? Come, man, ſhake off this cloud, 
xt hart 5" 


* 


2 


. 
* 
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Sade upon my happineſs; we each ire by 
__— 


. Ch. Wat, Cry bete eme byflapuize 

| * ſtealth ; we catch it by a breach of promiſe; ind 
good faith—Then to congratulate a man on ſuch a 
catch, in my ſenſe of the word, weu'd be to- libel 
| him. "Pp HP 4 4 
Fred I have Gequently: ben . to applaud 
your: philoſophy, Charles : Sy” I _ think) you 
n it A 
Cb, It touches you 190 ren therefore you like 
it not. 2 

Fred. To that remark I ſhou'd. een 
were not theſe dear pledgęs preſent, that might a 
little rufle your philoſophy perhaps, but 1 * _ 
mY vindicate my principle, + + 

. Ch, Poſtpone i it then, but don chan Its: 
Fred. When friends fall into altercation on 

ſuch points as theſe, chere ſhou'd be none 1 witheſs 
to their folly, en ho SW RR. 
Cb. Fol! 
. Mrs. R. Son, ſan, no 1 ir 
Eliza. Stop, I conjure you both 1—Charles, 
Charles, if you haye love or pity left, let this diſ- 
' ſenſion go no further. And you, Frederic Huſ- 
band !—You whoſe generous heart has put to 
hazard every hope for me, add yet another proof 
of love, by ſuffering theſe rebukes with patience : 
They are but flaſhes of a temper, warm in friend- 
ſhip, glowing with honor, impatient of neglect. 
Perhaps my brother thinks ambition, meanneſs, 
artifice, might have ſome part, ſome influence, in 


E4 - moving 
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moving me to what I've done. ſpum ſuch 
motives, diſayow them all—Were I in Frederie's © 
place, and be in mine, I ſhou'd have done a5! he 
did ; . thought no Sacrifre:abo/ gent 
wo have ſecur d a laſting intereſt in a hear le 


his. 
©. This had been only ruin to yourſelf, and 
weu'd have. had the plea of fpirit, therefore 


| more excuſeable: but this no man of honor wou 


have ſuffer d; therefore tis only -fajd, not done. 
Fred. Whatever my Eliza ſays is done; her 
actions verify her words, and he that doubts them 
wou'd diſpute, againft the light of Heayen. Tis 1 
. thar am-advanc'd, the is abasd ; tis I that am 
entich d, Eliza is impoyeriſh': I only riſque a few 
ſharp words from an ungentle father, ſhe fuffery 
keen reproaches dara from an injurious 


prother. 
'Gb, me no further—T can'bear no more. 
Elize Oh! my dear mother, fave me 
Falls imo ber arms. 


Freg. There, there! You've ftruck her to the 
heart—and' that's a coward's blow — 
[Apart to Chaxkxs, i in an under vice, 52 

My life, my ſoul, ook up] Dear madam, take her 
hence. Drs. RATCLiFFE takes Er1za out. 


Cb. A coward's blow! Nou recollect thoſe 
words, and know their meaning, 1 ſuppoſe— ye? 


Freu. Yes, and will meet your comment when 
ch 


you 1 will. 
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| Ful I 'will but drop a tear upon che rain you | 
made, mid den de with you, - 


. I vai for you bels. lte, * 


Exiz a gutes v. 


Eliza. Where are you both, 0 ment ** 


Frederic! Alone! What is become of Charles? 


Why js he gone away ? What have you ſaĩd to him 


J did not heat it; I was loſt in error —1 am fure | 
you have quarrell'd. 

Fred. No, no, not quarrelld only jarr'd, bend 
will ſomerimes do all will be fer to rights. 


Eliza. How? When? Why. not this moment, 2 : ; - 
ny hearing? 1 hall ie happy w mate Perce 


þetyween you. 


Fred. Peace will be mille, aſſure yourſelf, ſweet | | 


Jove : Thefe little heats are eaſily adjuſted. 


Eliza. But I cov'd do it beſt ; ne 


both, both roo hot and fiery. 


Fred. We ſhall be cooler foon ; ſuch heats ſoon | 
ſpend themſelves, and then the fieart k. laid A 


reſt, 
Eliza. Heaven grant ſuch reft to your 31 
Fred. Indeed! 122 
Eliza. What ſays my Frederic ?'You are ſtill dif- 
compos d. Tour color comes and goes — Oh! 
that my arms cou'd givg you -reft ! — Nay, what 


now, my Frederic! You ſtruggle to get looſe Are 


theſe ſoft main uncaſy to you? Will not your proud 


0. Then folow me, and we'll adjuſt that met 


x 


-- 
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ſwelling heart endure ſuch * fond impriſon- 
ment, 

Fred. Oh! thou angelic virtue, foul-difolving 
ſoftneſs, wou'd 1 might thus expire enfolded in 
theſe arms ! Love, I conjure thee to bear up; Iam + 
ſure my father will take pity and be kind to thee: I 
ſhall aſſail his feelings 1 in a manner that no parent 
can reſiſt, . I am going now to put it 70 8 proof. 
— Farewell! _ 

Eliza. Why in ſuch haſte ?—Stay yet 2 little 
while —If you depart ſo ſoon, you'll meet with 
Charles again, and then— 

Fred. What then? 

Eliza. Some fatal accident will be the iſſue of it, 
Alas! Tou know not what his paſſions. are when 
once inflamed; let them burn out, and then he's 
calm as water. * 

Fred. Where does this tend ? You wou'd not 
make a coward of your huſband ? - 

Eliza. No, nor wou'd you make à diſtracted 
wretch of your poor Eliza; therefore I will not let 
vou looſe till you haye promijs'd mme net to pro- 
yoke him to more violence: Promiſe me this and yoy 
ſhall go. 

Fred. Well then, if chat will ſet your mind at 
reſt, I promiſe you I'll have no further altercation | 
with him, not another word to gall him. 
Eliza. You'll not renew your quarrel ? — 

Fred. No, my Eliza, we will end it, and diſmiſs it, 

Eliza, And this you promiſe on your honor 

Fred. Yes, 1 do promiſe. 

Eliza. Then all my fears ate over—Now you 
| may 
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may go—Well! What withholds you? What more . 


do you wiſh than freedom and releaſe from wy fend a 
arms? 

Fred. To ſnatch one laſt dear moment, and then 
die within them Oh my ſoul's better part, may 


Heaven preſerve and bleſs you? [Ext 


" Eriza, 


Now 1 am happy, now I am ſecure; 3 | 
bee heard, I can face all alarms. 5 


Aer 


SCENE, re . 
Fxrb zal, attended by g Waiter, 


Fez REDERIC. 


O che porter return'd, who went with my meff 
ſage to. Mr. Saunders, at Sir Stephen Ber- 


rams ? .% 
Wait. He is, x; the gentleman will be with you 
preſently. 


Fred. Shew him up as ſoon as he comes—There 
will be another gratieman call ; ] belieye yon know | 
Mr. Ratcliffe ? | 

Wait, Yes, we know Mr, Ratcliffe very well. 

Fred. If he comes whilſt Mr. Saunders js with 
me, requeſt him to wait a fey minutes till he is 
gone. 

Wait. I ſhall, fix—Any other commands ? 

Fred. None. | [Exit Waiter. 
I ſcarce know what I've written to my father; yet 
perhaps theſe few unſtudied lines, dictated in ſuch 
a moment, may diſpoſe him to protect the widow, 
if fate will have it fo, of a diſcarded ſon.— Now I 

am ready for this angry champion; and ſince he is 

refolv'd to yindicate his courage by his ſword, let 


A. c ONEY. 6 
F II not re- 
Hibs the flaſher by departs. e * 


Jun ven in %% CL IT: 


| Jabal. Oh, Sir, Sir] Em overjoy'd te find you | 
Come, I pray you, come away to my old maſter, 
who is pining till he ſees you. $a: IE 
Fred. Who is your maſter, and 3 you? 
Jabal. As if you did'nt know Jabal, who lives, 
— No, hold there, who does not live, but ftarves 
with your old friend in-Duke's Place. Why, lud- 
a-mercy, I knew your honor at the length of the 
ſtreet, and ſaw you turn into this tavern ; the pup-: 
pily waiter wou'd have __ me from _ * 
to yum. 
Fred. L with you had 5 his advice. 
- Jabal. That wou'd not be your wiſh if you 
knew all. Sure enough I muſt hunt up Mr. Rat- 
cliffe alſo ; for there is an iron in the fire for each 
of you; Maſter is n his wil—Lawyer acct 
is at his elbow. 
Fred. If the devil was at his elbow, L amt 
tome to him. TM 
Jabal. Oh, the wing! I wou d not carry ſuch a 
meſſage back for all the wor d Why, when Lawyer 
Daſh has pen and ink in hand, and a will under his 
thumb, he 'I daſh you in or daſh you out in 2 
crack. 
Fred. Then temper the PL; 9 to your taſte, 
. enly let your maſter underſtand I cannot come. 
Jabal. I'll tell him then you are married—That 
will be a filencer at once, — —- [Exit Jan. 
| _- Fred. 
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Fred. Begone! Make haſte Aland — 
cutting is that recollection! Joys juſt in ſights 
ſhewn only to be ſnatcht away. Dear, loſt, undone 
Eliza !—But I won't think, for that is madneſs —= 
nen honor muſt be bed. 1 : 


v., Saunpus ce Dang u on 


Saun. Mr. Bertram, I came to you the firſt mo- 
ment I cou d get away; for 1 my to give 2 | 
Joy. 83 
Fred. Joy! name if nt: ce 1 0p 

Saun. Well, if your joy was ſomewhät damped 
at firſt, you may now take it without any draw- 
back. 

Fred. I know not what you mean, nor do I wiſk 
to enquire : be ſilent on that ſubjeR, I conjure you. 
The favor I have to aſk of you is ſimply this Here 
is a letter for my father; deliver it to him with 
your own hands — You ſeem ſurpriz'd. | 

Saun. I am indeed—the impatience of your 
looks —the hurry of your ſpeech—the place in 
which I meet you— _ 

Fred. The letter will explain all that -I cou'd 
not give it you in preſence of my Well, no mat- 
ter—I take you for a man of honor and my 

friend. Will you give the letter? 
_  Saun. Aſſuredly; but if I am a man of honor 
and your friend, why will you not let me ſtay 
with you ? In truth, dear Frederick, I am a fend. 
that if you want him will not flinch, | 

_ Fred, The friend I want, is one chat will not 

| force 
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bree his ſervices upon me when I cat't acce 
them ; but take my word ir once, ad levee * 


aun. e I am gone. MW S eras 


Fon. 
3 Wa "ao harſh with that got pay but this 
ſuſpenſe is is. terrible. : 


ks PT - Waitet enters. 


Waiter. Mr. Rirelge deſi Ires to know if you are 
at leiſure. 
Fred. PeiſeQly—Ler kim know I'm at his * 


oC SPEED, LR Waiter, 5 


en e enter. 


* 


ch. I have brought my ſword; compare it with 


31 your own, and if you have a preference, make - 


your choice. '1 preſume — have no nN to 


the weapon. | 

Fred. None on my own account ; a little 1 
Haþs on the ſcore of vanity, as thinking I have ſome 
advantage. over ydu in point of ſkill and practice. 
Ch, As far as that opinion goes, you're welcome 
to all the advantages it gives you. Oh! Sir, this 


is a ſorry buſineſs Will nothing elſe convince you 


am incapable of giving a coward's blow 
Fred. You have offer'd nothing elſe: it is a 
mode of your own chuſing. 


Ch. Your language forc'd it on me: you have ” 
touch'd my feelings to the quick: Words, ſuth as 


you made uſe of, cannot be paſy'd over without ab- 


ſolute diſgrace, unleſs you will revuke RE IP 


Tr FI | . 
| Fred 


f 
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Fred, You may well conceive, Mr. Baddies 
with what repugnance I oppoſe myſelf to yen on 
this ogcaſion;- Whether the event be fatal to you 
or to myſelf, ſmall conſolation will be left for the 
ſurvivor. * The courſe you take is warranted by 
every rule of honor, and;you act no otherwiſe thary 
as I expected: but as my expreſſion juſtifies your 
challenge, fo did your provocatiofi juftify my ex- 
preſſion; and your language being addreſſed to a 
lady, whom I have the honor to protect, it is not 
in my power to retract one tittle of what I ſaid ; 
for, was you to repeat the ſame inſult, I ſhould fok; 
low it with the ſame retort. | 
' If you hold to the words, i knw not how 
we can adjuſt it amicably. 

Fred. There is a way: you muſt find' it out. 

Cb. Suppoſe, then, that my language had been 
addreſſed to any other perſon than Eliza, woud you 
in that caſe have apologiz d for your expreſſion ? 

Fred. 1 will ſpeak plainly to you, and the rather 
2s I am now perhaps ſpeaking to you ſor the laſt 

time, Admitted by your ſiſter's favor into a family, 

whoſe repreſentative reſents her eonduct, I will not 
ſo diſgrace her choice in-your eyes, who have op- 
pos'd it, as to fobmit in the firſt inſtance to the 
moſt diſtant hint at an apology. _ 

Ch. I underſtand you now - Lou wou'd have 1 
ſpring from me Impoſſible | 
Fred. Then no more is to be faid. | 
Cb. No more Deſend yourſelf, ( They lr. J 
| Fred. Whats that ? I've wounded you. 


Cb. No. : 782995 
Freed. 


$ 
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you abet pot your ſword. J 
ado ng Fifties 40 10 Aber 
Gb. eee yout point han un m u 
the guard: beta ergy 07 fit! 

Nied. I am at 
and forgiveneſs 1 now I retract my words, and 
bluſh for having uſed them Let me bind p 


Fd. Tes; I'm fuxe bf it. Dis in 8 85 


dear Charles, for pardlen ; 


your wriſt; here is a handkerehief=—Shall'T call for | 


aſſiſtance. © 
Ch. No; no; « ferarch;*ri nothing, eine 


blede——Hark | ſomebody is ar the dera. 


up the ſwords. 
Sbeva. (from without aan me oh P 1. n 
Gentlemen, let me in. I am Sheva, your ann 
Gb. 2 the door, Frederic,” 1 Pr 


r N Suva alert. 5 


Shes." Dear mel CS 


about ? Do you come into a public tavern, and 
lock yourſelves up to be private? | 
Ch. Perhaps we did not wiſh the world to know 
the filly buſineſs we have been engag'd 1 3 
Sbeua. Gootneſs defend me! is it come to this ? 
Have I been ſtudying how to make you happy, 
whilſt you were ſtriving how to make me wretch- 
ed? What a ſtrange world is this! Are you not 


friends? Are you not brothers? Is that a reaſon be 


you ſhoy'd quarrel ? And if you differ, muſt you 
fight? Can your ſwords argue better than their 


_ maſters ? You call that an affair of honor, I ſup- | 


_ poſe; under your favor 1 do not think it a very 
F honorable 


— x — Cas <A — — —— — ·—¹‚ —— —˙˙ : 
— —— I — 


— —— — — 


. Good. It is impoſſible to be otherwiſe, She 
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honorable ar; uso . rage a fine name to a 
Gul deed. | 

Fred. Cuſtom. has dd it over, and we are 
Daves to cuſtom. 

Sbeva. I aſk your . Loks only a poor I 
©! ſtranger 3 in your country; and have not yet been 
taught to reverence all your cuſtoms. Goot lack, 
Boot lack ! what is the matter with your wriſt? 

Cb. Nothing to ſignify; a trifling ſcratch. 

Sheva. A ſcratch you call it; that is a wound in 
common language: I pray you come to my poor 

Shouſe, and let that ſcratch be heal'd; you had great 
care for me, let me have ſome for you: that is 
my ſenſe of an affair of honor: to pay the debt 
that I do owe to you and to your fader, who. ꝓre- 
ſery'd my life in Spain, that is my point of honor. 
Come, come, let us depart; this is no place to 
talk in; take up your ſwords, I hope we have no 
"further ae for them. N [ Exeunt. 


Scxur — 18% 


Sir pe BeaTRaM and Mrs. Goobisox. 
IIe. Good. Your fon | is not at home, Sir Stephen, 
but Mrs. Bertram is; and if you will allow me to 
call her down, I'm ſure ſhe will be happy to pay 
her duty to you. 
Si S. A moment's patience, Mrs. GU 
Lou ſeeni much incereſted for this. young bride, 


your lodper. . 
has 
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has beauty to engage the eye, and manners to inte- 

reſt the heart. | 
Sir 8. Some pride of family about her, 1 ſhould 
gueſa ; a little of her brother's vivacity perhaps. 

Mrs. Good. None that appears: mildneſs and 
: modeſty, and every gentle grace, ſcem inherently - 
her own. 

Sir . Be pleas'd to tell her I attend to pay my 
compliments ; and. as young ladies“ characters are 
not ſo eaſily develop'd in the company of their mo- 
chers, I ſhou'd be glad ſhe wou d allow me to con- 
fer with her alone. [Exit Mrs. Goon. 
Now I ſhall have this myſtery unravebd. Saunders's 
notion, that the fortune comes from Sheva, i is ro- 
mantic in the extreme. Why ſhou'd he e portion 
her? She has no Jew's blood in her veins we'll 
hope; and as to a deception, that he dare not prac- 
tiſe — She comes !—By heavens! a lovely creature. 


ExL1za enters. 


Elie. You honor me moſt highly, ; 
Sir S. Not ſo, Madam, the honor "3 confer'd 
on me. | 
_ Eliza. How have I merited this e 
4 Se g. Call it not condeſcenſion: it is no more 
chan is due from one, who is proud to embrace the 
tile you have allow d him to aſſumnme. 
Eliza. This is beyond my hopes. Will you 
permit me then to call myſelf your daughter, and 
5 entreat a bleſſing and a pardon on my knees ? 
Fiir 8, Not for the world: in that ſubmiſſive 
_— All you can-aſk is granted with acknows 
. F 2 ; ledgments 


/ N 


ledgments on my part for the happineſs you have 
beſtowed upon my ſon—Had certain circumftances 
occur'd before your marriage, that have fince 


; turn*dwp, I preſume you wou'd not 'have precipi- 


tated matters, at leaft not in the ever r ee 
were carried. 

Ekza. What circumſtances Sir = You; al 
pode to? 

Sir F. The death, as 1 ſuppoſe, in "your fi 
mily— 


V. Good Heaven forbid 1. What death My 


brother— 

Sir F. No! your brother, Madam, wr Pray 
be not thus alarm'd !—-T know your brother's cir- 
cumſtances too well to fuppoſe your ſudden fortune 
cou'd proceed from him Perhaps ſome diſtant re- 
lation, or ſome friend may have bequeathd— 
Eliza. What? let me aſk. I know of no be- 


Sir S. Call it a gift then, a donation on your 


marriage It mult have been an agreeable furprize 


to my Ton to have been preſented with a fortune * 


unexpected. 


Eliza. I am loth to think Sir Stephen a 
can deſcend to ridicule my poverty: that I ſhou'd 
be regarded by you as an unwelcome intruder upon 
your family I can well believe; that you wau'd 
point your whole reſentment 4gamſt me alone, and 
-ſpare your ſon, is all rnat I dare with at preſent: 
my future hope aſpires no higher chan by perſeve- 


rande in my duty as a wife to merit your opinion, 


10 * fm time — mn your 
CC 
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daughter. Conſcious that I have incurr d your dif- 


ſubmiſſion and obedience. . . 
Sir S. Madam, that, anſwen is at. dee 
fying and ſo candid, that if. the information I have 


had of your being poſſeſs d of ten thouſand pounds 


for your . fortune, be falſe, tho' I thought I had 


pretty ſtrong evidence of it— _ | 

Eliza. Impoſſible I'm ſure your fon, I'm far 
my brother never told you this. Fes 

Sir S. I cannot fay they did. 


Eliza. No, I'll engage for them 3 2 


dain fo groſs and palpable a deceit. : 
Sir S. Well, be it as it may, with or withour 


a fortune, portion d or pennyleſs, I feel myſelf fo 


irreſiſtibly impell'd to open my arms to you as 3. 


father, -that whether Sheva has or has not Ly 
me, I here depoſit my reſentment, and. by what 
experience of your power over my heart, 'moſt 
thoroughly acquit my fon for having ſurrender d 
his. 


| Eee It is the impulſe of your own generoſity, 
not any impreſſion of my, giving, that moves your 


heart to pity and forgiveneſs. —But who. js Sheva, 


that you ſeem to Point at a8 the author of this 
1 | 
* Sheva. the Jew—Surely you know the 


* Zlize. Thank Heaven 1 do not; 1 can fafely ſay 
I never to my recollection heard Ne pop NEE: 


bh vile 3 1 "has ho | 
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pleaſure, I ſhall patzently endeavour to, ſoften it by 


— * 
. ²˙ü̃1U ¶ • 
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ſo treated, if he has practis d this deceit on tne. 
Sheva is my broker, your, huſband knows him 
well, a miſerly methodical old Alley drudge, who 
ſhew'd me what I beliey'd a true receipt for ten 
thouſand pounds veſted in your name in the funds 
One of my people wou'd have perſuaded me it was 
his own voluntary beriefaftion—but if you don't 
know him, never ſaw him, never heard his name, 
the thing's impoſſible. | 

Eliza. T otally ſo, without one ray of probabi- 
lity : the man is either mad or miſchievous ; no 
Jew of that or any other name do I know; nay, 
I queſtion if I ever exchang'd a word wich any one 
of the nation in my life. | 

Sir S. Your merit then, and not your fortune, 
ſhall endear you to me. I will ſtrike out ten thou- 
ſand pounds, that I perceive you are not poſſeſs d of, 
and write in ten thouſand graces, which I perceive 
you are poſſeſs d of, and ſo balance the account 
eo, Saunders, what's the matter? ; 


SAUNDERS aan. 11 : 


Saum. Your ſon requeſted me to give this letter 
into your hands. | 

Sir Step. No, . needs no letter Tell 
him it is done; ſay that you found me conquer d 
in leſs time than he was. Bid him make haſte 
hither in perſon before I run away with his wife ; 
and let him write no more letters, for I won't read 
1 a word of them. UP [Exit SAUNDERS. 
Ea. Won't you be pleasd to open your. letter ? 

_ Or FT Poſitively 1 will not read it, becauſe 1 
Frederic 
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Frederic ſhall not have to ſay that his rhetoric had 


_ «hy ſhare in making me a convert. If it is, 28 1 


ſuppoſe, a recital of your graces and good quali- 
ties, I do not want his deſcription to aſſiſt my ſenſe 


of what I ſee; but if you have a wiſh to ſee your 


own fair perſon painted by his hand, ce purge 
come to indulge it Break the ſeal 


Eliza. Tis ſhort—1'll read it to Sens Freak 


ce this inſtant ſummoned by Charles Ratcliffe on a 
« point of honor, ſword to ſword,” Oh Heavens! 
—1 can no more ¶ Drops the letter.) 

Sir S. What is it? what alarms you? 


Elixa. Oh! that letter, that letter 1—My bur. 


band and my brother —or one or roll have * 
Sir K. Merciful Powers forbid it! bs 


enen 
Eliza. Stop not to read it by, find eake'me with 


you, plant me between them: I am the cauſe of 


quarrel ; let the ſword, that aims: to pierce a heart 


dearer than my own, lodge in my guilty boſom. 


| $i 8. Oh horrible to thoughe1——Hark, who is 


coming ? 


- Eliza. The meſſenger of death—Ler him. not 


(peas e e 0 eee Hts 


F followed by eee "4 Kl 
Fred. My love; my life, my ever dear Eliza! 


Eliza, Where is your wound? Are you not 


Sing? What is become of Charles? 
Ch. Here is your happy brother: all is well. 


Fred. We are both here, with * hearts 


e news to greer you, 


. 
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Eliza. Don't ſpeak of joy too /' ſoon: twill 
overthrow my ſenſes Let me farvey you both. 
Dort deten mes een bare 1 wounds. about. you | 
— Ah! Charles, what's this??? 
Cb. The leaſt, but luckieſt Hound Hm ; 
man recelv'd ; this little glance of your brave huſ- 
band's ſword. diſarra'd me of my weapon, and 
both our raſh hearts of their anger. Now lay aſide 
your fears, and prepate yourſelf for wonders. - 
Fred. Oh! Sir, I have offended you; þut—  - 

Sir S. But what? You haye an advocate, that 
makes all hearts her own. Spare your appeal; 
you will but waſte your words. 

Ch. Here comes my mother: hour aps Kliges 
(6g ny word of wht hv pol. | | | 


Mrs, RATCLIFFE enters, 


— Oh! my dear madam, I have joy to 
Sire ee me preſent wo do Frederic's 


' 88, Th end ae at Le 
ſon ever conferr'd upon me is the title he hay 
e 
this angel of a daughter. 

Mrs. R. re IT am 
bleſt to hear you ſay that you approve her. 


Sir J. Frederic, give me your hand—If. you 
had brought me half the Indies with a wife, I 
ſhou'd not have men wich 
S | 

N | 


. 


My 
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Fred. How generous is that deflaration f=: 
| Now, "Charles, die time to introduceour friend: | 
| | fEnanues goes: our. 


Mrs. R. What does he meib, Elia? 


. Eliza. I know no more than you: Some new 5 


wonder, I ſuppoſe. | 
Sir . Hah! Sheva here? This is" indeed 4 
— RIA d 


wonder. . . 
— 1 5 


: Cuanlzs enters with! S e 


| its This is the man—My benefaor ; your; | 


| Eliza; Frederi@s; -your's, dear mother; all matic 


kincks: The widow's friend; the orphan's father. 
the poor man's Procecbor, the univerſal phil. 


thropiſt. PO N68 5 
Sheva. Huſh, huſn! von malle du hide ug 
Aer Loe, his face ith" bis bands. 


Ch. Ah, Sir, tis now too late t cover your 
good deeds: You have long -maſk'd'your charities 


beneath this humble ſeeming, and ſhrunk- back 


from actions princes might have gloried in: You 
muſt now face the world, and transfer the Hluſ 
from your own cheeks to their's, whom ꝑrejudice 


had taught to feorn you. For your Hngle fake-we 
muſt reform our hearts, and inſpire them _ 


 exado#rowends'your whole nation; $87 *7- 07 


I pray you ſpare me: I am not uſod to hear the 
voice of praiſe, and it oppreſſea me: I ſhou'd not 


know myſelf, if you were d0 deſeribe me; 1 have = 


© I "WOE — merits are not 


noted. 


Sbeva. Enough, Enough l more than 3 8 


-- 
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noted. Simply I am an honeſt man, no more; 
fair in my dealings, as my good patron here, 1 
hope, can witneſs. That lady, I believe, is Mrs. 


Ratcliffe: She does not know me: I will not touch 
upon a melancholy ſubject, elſe I cou'd tell a ſtory 
— Merciful Heaven ! what horrors was I ſnatch'd 
from by her huſband, now, alas] no more! — 
Mrs. R. Oh, gracious Powers The Jew of 
Cadi2 . 
Sheva. The very ſame— your debtor in no leſs a 


| ſum. than all that I poſſeſs, the earnings of a life 


preſerv'd firſt by your huſband, and now again by 
your ſon. Why am I prais'd then, if 1 am merely 


honeſt, and diſcharge my debts ?. 
Sir F. Ah! now the myſtery's folv'd. The ten 


' thouſand pounds were your's.—Give them to Rat- 


cliffe; I will have nothing, from forrune, where 
nature gives ſo much. 
{  Sheva. That is a noble 8 monies 
does not leſſen merit, at leaſt not always, as I hope, 
for Mr. nnn for he in heir of all that T 
poſſeſs, 

Mrs. R. What can 1 ſay? My heart's too full 


for utterance. O Charles, the fortunes of your 
houſe revive; ſurely the bleſſed ſpirit of your de- 
_ parted father now ſympathizes in our joy. Re- 

member, ſon, to whom you owe this happineſs, and 
- emulate his virtues. . 


Ch. If I n 


the ſon of ſuch a father, and the heir of füch a be- 
nefactor, your warning will be my condemnation, 


Fred. 
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Fred. That it will never be: the treaſure that 
integrity has collected, cannot be bener lodg/d than 
in the hands of honor. * 
Sir S. It is a mine of wealth, © 
Sbeva. Excuſe me, goot Sir Stephen, it is 1 
mine, for it was never out of ſight of thoſe who 
ſearch'd for it: the poor man did not dig to find 
it; and where I now beſtow it, it will be found by | 
him again. T do not bury it in a ſynagogue or any 
other coſtly pile; I do not waſte. it upon vanity or 
public works: I leave it to a charitable heir, and 7 


. hoſpital in-che human heart. 33 
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2 2 2 | "x6 Now this is downright prejudice and ſplecy, 


E. _ = And thes w; hood 5 aniey Hoh kong gy 7 


I gos, when, all their tyrant acts arg „ 
n a | we come, like Eyrtocur, at laſt; 2 8 
>; bs e litde are inclin'd to rout us, e 
ou wonder how your athens did without v. n 
2 8 SBlure we Can lightlier touch thoſe ling party . 
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oy _ Paſſion, that from the hps of Woman flows, 
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x o that we muſt conform with patient mind; 
S8o at the Drama's cloſe when we appear, 
We may obtain a parting plaudit here. + 
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A plea for thrafting us Peg d bees 2; 
Not let to ſteal one foot upon the Stage, 1 1 * 
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